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NICHOLAS UDALL 
1505-1556 
THE MINION WIFE 
Who ao to many a. miaion nife 

Hath had good chance and hap, 
Hott love her and cherish her all bu life, 

And dandle her in his Up. 
If she will fare well, If she will go gay, 

A good husband ever still. 
What ever she list to do or to say, 
Most let her have her own will. 
About what afiaiis so ever he go. 
He must show her all his mind, 
None of his counsel she may be kept fro. 
Else Is he a man unkind. 

Ralph Roister Doister. 

THE SEWING-GIRLS' SONG 
PiFB, merry Aonot ; 
Trilla, Trilla, Trillarie. 
Work, Tibet ; work, Annot ; work, Margerie ; 
Sew, Tibet ; knit, Annot ; spin. Margetie, 
I Let us see who will win the victory. 



Pipe, merry Annot ; 

Trilla, TriUa, Trillarie. 
What, Tibet ! what, Annot I what, Margerie f 
Ye sleep, but we do not, that shall we try ; 
Your fingers be numb, our work will not lie. 

Pipe, merry Annot ; 

Trilla, Trilla, Trillarie. 
Now, Tibet ; now, Annot ; now, Margerie ; 
Now whippet apace for the maystrie : ^ 
But it will not be, our mouth is so dry. 

Pipe, merry Annot ; 

Trilla, Trilla, Trillarie. 
When, Tibet ? when, Annot ? when, Margerie ? 
I will not, — I can not, — ^no more can I ; 
Then give we all over, and there let it lie 1 

Ralph Roister Doisiet. 



I MUN BE MARRIED A SUNDAY 

I MUN be married a Sunday ; 
I mun be married a Sunday ; 
Whosoever shall come that way, 
I mun be married a Sunday. 

Roister Doister is my name ; 
Roister Doister is my name ; 
A lusty brute I am the same ; 
I mun be married a Sunday. 

Christian Custance have I found ; 
Christian Custance have I found ; 
A widow worth a thousand pound : 
I mun be married a Sunday. 

^ Mastery. 
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Custance is as sweet as honey ; 
Custance is as sweet as honey ; 
I her lamb, and she my coney ; 
I mun be married a Sunday. 

When we shall make our wedding feast. 
When we shall make our wedding feast. 
There shall be cheer for man and beast, 
I mun be married a Sunday. 

I mun be married a Sunday. 

Ralph Roister Dotsiet. 



THE PSALMODIE FOR THE REJECTED 

LOVER 

Maister Roister Doister will straight go home 

and die. 
Our Lord Jesus Christ his soul have mercy upon : 
Thus you see to-day a man, to-morrow John. 

Yet, saving for a woman's extreme cruelty. 
He might have liv^d yet a month, or two, or three ; 
But, in spite of Custance, which hath him wearied. 
His mashyp shall be worshipfuUy buried. 
And while some piece of his soul is yet him within. 
Some part of his funeral let us here begin. 
DirigB, He will go darkling to his grave ; 
Neque lux, neque crux, nisi solum clink ; 
Never genman so went toward heaven, I think. 
Yet, sirs, as ye will the bliss of heaven win. 
When he cometh to the grave, lay him softly in ; 
And aU men take heed, by this one gentleman. 
How you set your love upon an unkind woman ; 
For these women be all such mad peevish elves. 
They will not be won, except it please themselves. 

3 



But, in faith, Ciutance. If ever ye come in hell, 
Maister Roister Doigter shall serve yon aa well. 

Good night, Roger old knave ; Farewell, Roger old 

Good night, Roger old knave ; knave knap. 
Ntquando. Audivi voetm, Rtquiem aUmam. 

Ralph Roisttt DoisUr. 




JOHN HEYWOOD 
Circa 1500-1565 

IN PRAISE OF HIS LADY 

And to begin 

At setting in : 

First was her skin 

White, smooth and thin. 

And every vein 

So blue seen plain ; 

Her golden hair 

To see her wear. 

Her wearing gear, 

Alas, I fear 

To tell all to you, 

I shall undo you. 

Her eye so roUing 

Each heart controlling ; 

Her nose not long, 

Her stode not wrong : 

Her finger tips 

So clean she clips ; 

Her rosy lips. 

Her cheeks gossips 

So fair, so ruddy. 

It axeth study 

5 



That even the shaile 
At every glade 
Would hearts invade : 
The paps small, 
And round withal ; 
The waist not mickle. 
But it was tickle : 
The thigh, the knee, 
As they should be ; 
But such a leg, 
A lover would beg 
To set eye on, 
But it is gone : 
Then, !>ight of the foot 
Rift hearts to the root. 

The Flay oj Love. 



JOHN STILL 
1543-1608 

DRINKING SONG 
Back and side go bare, go bate, 
Both foot and hand go cold : 
But belly, God send thee good ale enoDgb, 

Whether it be new or old, 

1 cannot eat but little meat, 

My stomach is not good ; 
But sure 1 think, that I can drink 

With him that weaiB a hood. 
Though I go bare, take ye no cars, 

I nothing am e, cold, 
I stuff my skin so full within. 

Of jolly good ale and old. 

Back and side go bare, go bare. 

Both foot and hand go cold : 
But belly, God send thee good ale enough. 

Whether it be new or old. 

[ love no roast, but a nut-biown toast, 

And a ciab laid in the fire, 
A little bread shall do me stead. 

Much bread I not desire. 



No frost nor snow» no wind, I trow. 

Can hurt me if I wold, 
I am so wrapt, and tbrowly ^ lapt. 

Of jolly good ale and old. 

Back and side go bare, go bare. 

Both foot and hand go cold : 
But belly, God send thee good ale enough. 

Whether it be new or old. 

And Tyb my wife, that as her life, 

Loveth well good ale to seek. 
Full oft drinks she, till ye may see 

The tears run down her cheeks ; 
Then doth she trowl to me the bowl. 

Even as a malt worm should ; 
And saith. Sweetheart, I took my part 

Of this jolly good ale and old. 

Back and side go bare, go bare. 

Both foot and hand go cold : 
But belly, God send thee good ale enough. 

Whether it be new or old. 

Now let them drink, till they nod and wink. 

Even as good fellows should do. 
They shall not miss to have the bliss 

Good ale doth bring men to : 
And all poor souls that have scoured bowls. 

Or have them lustily trowled, 
God save the lives of them and their wives. 

Whether they be young or old. 

Back and side go bare, go bare, 

Both foot and hand go cold : 
But belly, God send thee good ale enough. 

Whether it be new or old. 

Gammer Gurton*s Needle, 
1 Thoroughly. 
8 




JOHN REDFORD 
Circa 1535 

SONG OF HONEST RECREATION 



When travails grete ^ in matters thick 
Have dulled your wits and made them sick. 
What medicine then your wits to quick. 
If ye will know, the best physic 
Is to give place to Honest Recreation : 
Give place, we say now, for thy consolation^ 



n 

Where is that Wit that we seek than ? 

Alas, he lieth here pale and wan : 

Help him at once now, if we can. 

O Wit, how doest thou ? Look up, man. 

O Wit, give place to Honest Recreation — 
Give place, we say now, for thy consolation. 



Ill 



After place given let ear obey : 

Give an ear, O Wit, now we thee pray ; 

1 Become enlarged. 
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Give ear to what we sing and say ; 

Give an ear and help will come straightway : 

Give an ear to Honest Recreation ; 

Give an ear now, for thy consolation. 

IV 

After ear given, now give an eye : 
Behold, thy friends about thee lie. 
Recreation I, and Comfort I, 
Quickness am I, and Strength here bye, 

Give an eye to Honest Recreation : 
Give an eye now, for thy consolation. 



After an* eye given, an hand give ye : 

Give an hand, O Wit ; feel that ye see ; 

Recreation feel, feel Comfort free ; 

Feel Quickness here, feel Strength to thee. 
Give an hand to Honest Recreation : 
Give an hand now, for thy consolation. 

VI 

Upon his feet, would God he were ! 

To raise him now we need not fear ; 

Stay you his hand, while we here bear : 

Now, all at once upright him rear. 

O Wit, give place to Honest Recreation : 
Give place, we say now, for thy consolation. 

Wit and Science, 



lo 



THOMAS INGELEND 
Circa 1560 

MY FANTASY WILL NEVER TURN 
Spite of hn spite, which that in viun 
Doth seek to force my fantasy. 
I am professed for loss or gain, 
To be thine own assuredly : 

Wherefore let my father spite and spurn, 

My fantasy will never turn I 

Although my father of busy wit. 
Doth babble still, I care not though ; 
I have no fear, nor yet will flit. 
As doth the water to and fro ; 

Wherefore let my father spite and spurn. 

My fantasy will never turn I ' 

For I am set and will not swerve. 
Whom spiteful speech lemoveth nought ; 
And since that I thy grace deserve, 
I count it is not dearly bought ; 

Wherefore let my father spite and spurn. 

My fantasy will never turn I 



Maugre to his lips that listeth to lie, 
Of busy brains as is the wont ; 

Wherefore let my father spite afid spurn. 

My fantasy will never turn I 

Who listeth thereat to laugh or lour, 
I am not he that aught doth reach ; 
There is no pain that hath the power. 
Out of my breast your love to fetch ; 

Wherefore let my lather spite and spurn. 

My fantasy will never turn 1 

For whereas he moved me to the school. 
And only to follow my book and learning : 
He could never make me such a fool. 
With all his soft words and fair speaking ; 

Wherefore let my father spite and spurn. 

My fantasy will never turn 1 

This minion here, this mincing trull. 
Doth please me more a thousand fold. 
Than all the earth that is so full 
Of precious stones, silver and gold ; 

Wherefore let my father spite and spurn. 

My fantasy will never turn I 

Whatsoever I did it was for her sake. 
It was for her love and only pleasure ; 
I count it no labour such labour to take. 
In getting to me so high a treasure. 

Wherefore let my father spite and spurn 

My fantasy will never turn I 

This day I intended for to be merry. 
Although my hard father be far hence. 

12 



I know no cause for to be heavy, 
For al! this cost and great expense. 

Wherefore let my father spite and spurn. 

My fantasy viill never turn I 

Tkt DisohtiUnt Child. 



ANTHONY MUNDAY 

1533-1633 

WANTON LOVE 

When wanton Love had walked astray, 

Tlieii good Regard began to chide, 
And meeting her upon the way, 

Says, Wanton lass, than must abide ; 
For I have seen in many yeais 
That sudden love breeds sullen fears. 

Shall I never, while I live, keep my girl at school I 
She hath wandeied to and fro. 
Further than a maid should go : 

Shall sh« never, while she lives, make me more a tool. 
John a Kent and John a Cumber. 



SUNDERED LOVE 
You that seek to sunder love. 

Learn a lesson ere you go. 
And as other:! pains do prove. 

So abide yourselves like woe. 
For I find, and you shall ieel 
Self-same turn of Fortune's whed : 
14 



Then if wrong be [so] repaid. 
Say deserved amends it made. 

John a Kent and John a Cumber, 

ROBIN HOOD AND HIS MERRY MEN 

Now wend we together, my merry men all. 

Unto the forest side-a : 
And there to strike a buck or a doe 

Let our cunning all be tried-a. 

Then go we merrily, merrily on. 

To the greenwood to take up our stand 

Where we will lie in wait for our game, 
With our bent bows all in our hand. 

What life is there like to Robin Hood ? 

It is so pleasant a thing-a 
In merry Sherwood he spends his days 

As pleasantly as a king-a. 

No man may compare with Robin Hood, 
With Robin Hood, Scathlocke and John : 

Their like was never, and never will be, 
If in case that they were gone. 

They will not away from merry Sherwood 

In any place else to dwell ; 
For there is neither city nor town 

That likes them half so well. 

Our lives are wholly given to hunt. 
And haunt the merry greenwood. 

Where our best service is daily spent 
For our master Robin Hood. 

Metropolis Coronata. 
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THE DEATH OF ROBIN HOOD 

Weep, weep, ye woodmen, wail. 
Your hands with sorrow wring ;■ 
Your master Robin Hood lies dead. 
Therefore sigh as you sing. 

Here lie his primer and his beads. 
His bent bow and his arrows keen. 
His good sword and his holy cross : 
Now cast on flowers fresh and green ; 

And as they fall shed tears and say, 
Well, welladay, well, welladay, 
Thus cast ye flowers and sing. 
And on to Wakefield take your way. 

Robert. Earl of Hvniingdon.' 
■ By Mmiday and Chettle. 



LEWIS WAGER 
Circa 1566 

MISTRESS MARY 
Hey dery deoy, with a lusty deiy. 
Hoigh Mistress Mary, I pray you be merry. 
Yoar pretty peraon we may compare to Lab, 
A morsel for princes and nobler lungs ; 
Iq beauty you excel the fail lady Thais : 
You exceed tbe beautiful Helen in all things. 
To behold your face who can be weary ? 

Hoigh my Mbtress Mary, I pray you be merry. 
The hair of your head shineth as the pure gold, 
Your eyes as glass, and right amiable ; 
Your smiling countenance, so lovely to behold. 
To us all is most pleasant and delectable ; 
Of your commendations who can be weary ? 

Hussa, my Mistress Mary, I pray you be merry. 
Your lips are ruddy as the reddy rose. 
Your teeth as wtiite as ever was the whale's bones , 
So clear, ao sweet, so fair, so good, so fresh, so gay. 
In all Jurie truly at this day there is none. 
Wiih a lusty voice sing we dery dery, 

Hussa, Mistress Mary, I pray you be merry. 

Mary Magdalen. 



WILLIAM WAGER 
Circa 1566 

THE MAID OF KENT 

There was a maid came out of Kent, 
Dainty love, dainty love ; 
There was a, maid came out of Kent. 
Da.ngerou3 be she. 

There was a maid came out of Kent. 
Fair, proper, small and gent. 
As ever upon the ground went. 
For so it should be. 

The Longer Thou Lttiest th* 
more Foot Thou Art, 

I HAVE A PRETTY TITMOUSE 
I HAVE a pretty titmouse 
Come pecking on my toe. 
Gossip with you I purpose 
To drink before I go. 
Little pretty nightingale, 
Among the branches green. 
Give us of your Christmas ale. 
In the honour of Saint Stephen. 



Robin Redbreast with hLs notes 
Singing aloft in the qnire, 
Wameth to get you frieze coats, 
For Winter then draweth near. 
My bridle lieth on the ahelf. 
If you will have any more, 
Vouchsafe to sing it yourself, 
For bare you have all my store. 

The Longer Thou Livtst the 
more Foot That Alt 



JOHN LYLY 
1553-1606 

CUPID AND CAMPASPE 

CUPIO and my Campaspe played 

At cards for kisses— Cupid paid ; 

He stakes his quiver, bow and arrons, 

His Mother's doves, and team of sparrows ; 

Loses them too ; then down he throws 

The coral o£ his lip, the rose 

Growing on's cheek (but none knows how). 

With these, the crystal of his brow. 

And then the dimple of his chin ; 

All these did my Camx>aspe win. 

At last he set her both his eyes, 

She won, and Cupid blind did rise. 

O Love, has she done this to thee ? 

What shall, alas, become of me ? 

Alexander and Campasp». 

THE SONG OF BIRDS 
What bird ao sings, yet so does wail ? 
O 'tis the ravished nightingale. 
' jug. jug. jug. jug. tereu,' she cries. 
And still her woes at midnight rise. 



Brave prick song ! who is't now we hear ? 
None but the lark so shrill and clear ; 
Now at Heaven's gates she claps her wings. 
The mom not waking till she sings. 
Hark, hark, with what a pretty throat. 
Poor robin redbreast tunes his note ; 
Hark how the jolly cuckoos sing. 
Cuckoo to welcome in the Spring ! 
Cuckoo to welcome in the Spring I 

Alexander and Campaspe, 

VULCAN'S SONG 

My shag-hair Cyclops, come, let's ply 
Our Lemnian hammer^ lustily. 

By my Wife's sparrows, 

I swear these arrows. 

Shall singing fly 

Through many a wanton's eye. 

These headed are with golden blisses. 
These silver ones feathered with kisses ; 

But this of lead 

Strikes a clovm dead, 

When in a dance 

He falls in a trance, 
To see his black-brown lass not buss him, 
And then whines out for Death to untruss him. 

Sappho and Phaon. 

COMPLAINT AGAINST LOVE 

O CRUEL Love, on thee I lay 
My curse, which shall strike blind the day ; 
Never may sleep with velvet hand 
Charm these eyes with sacred wand ; 
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Thy jailors shall be hopes and fears, 

Thy prison mates groans, sighs, and tears, 

Thy play to wear out weary times. 

Fantastic passions, vows, and rhymes. 

Thy bread be frowns, thy drink be gall, 

Such as when you Phaon call ; 

Thy sleep fond dreams, thy dreams long care. 

Hope, like thy fool at thy bed's head. 

Mock thee till madness strike thee dead. 

As Phaon thou dost me with thy proud eyes. 

In thee poor Sappho lives, for thee she dies. 

Sappho and Phaon. 



A NIGHT CATCH OF THE PAGES 
AND THE CONSTABLES 

Watch. Stand ! who goes there ? 

We charge you appear 

'Fore our constable here, 

In the name of the Man in the Moon. 

To us billmen relate. 

Why you stagger so late. 

And how you came drunk so soon. 
Pages. What are ye, scabs ? 
Watch. The watch : 

This the constable. 
Pages, A patch. 
Const, Knock 'em down unless they all stand ; 

If any run away, 

'Tis the old watchman's play. 

To reach them a bill of his hand. 
Pages. O gentlemen, hold. 

Your gowns freeze with cold. 

And your rotten teeth dance in your head. 
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Wine nothing shall cost ye ; 

Nor huge fires to roast ye ; 

Then soberly let ns be led. 
Const. Come, my brown bills, we'll roar» 

Bounce loud at tavern door. 
Omnes. And in the morning steal all to bed. 

Endymion. 



SONG OF THE FAIRIES 

Omnes, Pinch him, pinch him, black and blue^ 
Saucy mortals must not view 
What the Queen of Stars is doing. 
Nor pry into our fairy wooing. 

1 Fairy, Pinch him blue — 

2 Fatty. And pinch him black — 

3 Fairy. Let him not lack 

Sharp nails to pinch him blue and red 
Till sleep has rocked his addle head, 
I Fairy. For the trespass he hath done. 
Spots o'er all his flesh shall run. 
Kiss Endymion, kiss his eyes, 
Then to our midnight heidegyes.^ 

Endymion, 



CUPID BOUND 

O Yss, O yes, if any maid 
Whom leering Cupid has betrayed 
To powers of spite, to eyes of scorn. 
And would in madness now see torn 
The boy in pieces, let her come 
Hither, and lay on him her doom. 

1 Sports. 
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O yes, O yes, has any lost 

A heart which many a sigh hath cost ? 

If any cozened of a tear 

Which as a pearl disdain does wear ? 

Here stands the thief ; let her but come 

Hither, and lay on him her doom 

Is any one undone by fire. 

And turned to ashes by desire ? 

Did ever any lady weep, 

Being cheated of her golden sleep 

Stolen by sick thoughts ? — the pirate's found. 

And in her tears he shall be drowned. 

Read his indictment, let him hear 

What he's to trust to. Boy, give ear ! 

Galathea. 

APOLLO'S SONG OF DAPHNE 

My Daphne's hair is twisted gold. 
Bright stars a-piece her eyes do hold. 
My Daphne's brow enthrones the graces. 
My Daphne's beauty stains all faces. 
On Daphne's cheek grow rose and cherry. 
But Daphne's lip a sweeter berry ; 
Daphne's snowy hand but touched does melt 
And then no heavenlier warmth is felt ; 
My Daphne's voice tunes all the spheres. 
My Daphne's music charms all ears ; 
Fond am I thus to sing her praise. 
These glories now are turned to ba}rs. 

Midas, 

PAN'S SONG OF SYRINX 

Pan's Syrinx was a girl indeed. 
Though now she's turned into a reed ; 
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From that dear reed Pan's pipe does come, 
A pipe that strikes Apollo dumb ; 
Nor Ante, nor lute, nor gittem can 
So chant it as the pipe of Pan : 
Cross-gartered swains and dairy girls. 
With faces smug and round as pearls. 
When Pan's shrill pipe begins to play, 
With dancing wear out night and day • 
The bagpipe's drone his hum lays by. 
When Pan sounds up his minstrelsy ; 
His minstrelsy, O base I This quill. 
Which at my mouth with wind I fill. 
Puts me in mind, though her I miss. 
That still my Syrinx' lips I kiss. 

Midas, 

SONG TO APOLLO 

Sing to Apollo, god of day. 
Whose golden beams with Morning play. 
And make her eyes so brightly shine, 
Aurora's face is called divine. 
Sing to Phoebus and that throne 
Of diamonds which he sits upon, 
lo Paeans let us sing 
To Physic and to Poesy's king. 

Crown all his altars with bright fire. 
Laurels bind about his lyre, 
A Daphnean coronet for his head, 
The Muses dance about his bed ; 
When on his ravishing lute he plays. 
Strew his temple round with bays, 
lo Paeans let us sing. 
To the glittering Delian king. 

Midas,, 
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lO BACCHUS! 

lo Bacchus I To thy table 
Thou callest every drunken rabble ; 
We already are stiff drinkers. 
Then seal us for thy jolly skinkers.^ 

Wine, O wine ! 

O juice divine I 
How dost thou the nowle ' refine. 
Plump thou makest men's ruby faces. 
And from girls can fetch embraces. 
By thee our noses swell 
With sparkling carbuncle. 
O, the dear blood of grapes 
Turns us to antic shapes, 
Now to show tricks like apes. 
Now lion-like to roar, 
Now goatishly to whore. 
Now hoggishly in the mire. 
Now flinging hats in the fire, 
lo Bacchus ! at thy table, 
Make us of thy reeling rabble. 

Mother Bombie, 

CUPID, MONARCH OVER KINGS 

O Cupid, monarch over kings. 
Wherefore hast thou feet and wings ? 
Is it to show how swift thou art. 
When thou wound'st a tender heart ? 
Thy wings being clipped, and feet held still. 
Thy bow so many could not kill. 

It is all one in Venus' wanton school. 
Who highest sits, the wise man or the fool. 

1 Tapsters. > Head— the brain. 
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Fools, in Love's college. 
Have far mote knowledge 
To read a woman over, 
Than a neat prating lover : 

Nay, 'tis confessed, 

That fools please women beat. 

Mother Bombie. 



GEORGE PEELE 

1558-1598 

;ENONE AND PARIS 
Mn, Fair and fair, and twice so fair, 
As fair as any may be ; 
The falreat shepherd on our greea, 
A love for any lady. 
Par. Fair and fair and twice so fair. 
As fair as any may be : 
Thy love is fair for thee atone. 
And for no other lady. 
.En. My love is fair, my love is gay. 

As fresh as bin the flowers in May, 
And of my love my roundelay, 

My merry, merry, merry roundelay. 
Concludes with Cupid's cuise. 

They that do change old love for new 
Pray gods, they change for worse I 

My love can pipe, my love can sing. 
My love can many a pretty thing. 
And of his lovely praises ring 
My merry, merry roundelays, 
Aroen to Cupid's cnrse. 



They that do change old love for new, 
Pray gods, they change for worse I 

The ArraignfMfii of Paris. 

THE ENAMOURED SHEPHERD 

O GBNTLB Love, Ungentle for thy deed, 
Thou makest my heart 
A bloody mark. 
With piercing shot to bleed. 
Shoot soft» sweet Love, for fear thou shoot amiss, 
For fear too keen 
Thy arrows been. 
And hit the heart where my beloved is. 

Too fair that fortune were, nor never I 

Shall be so blest. 

Among the rest. 
That Love shall seize on her by sympathy. 
Then since with Love my prayers bear no boot. 

This doth remain 

To ease my pain, 
I take the wound, and die at Venus' foot. 

The Arraignment of Paris. 

^NONE'S COMPLAINT 

MsLPOMENB, the Muse of tragic songs, 
With mournful tunes, in stole of dismal hue. 
Assist a silly nymph to wail her woe, 
And leave thy lusty company behind. 

Thou, luckless wreath, becomes not me to wear 
The poplar tree, for triumph of my love : 
Then as my joy, my pride of love, is left. 
Be thou unclothed of thy lovely green ; 
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And in thy leaves my fortunes written be, 
And them some gentle wind let blow abroad. 
That all the world may see how false of love 
False Paris hath to his ^Enone been. 

The Arraignment of Paris. 

COUN'S DIRGE 

Welladay, welladay, poor Colin, thou art going to 
the ground. 

The love whom Thestylis hath slain. 

Hard heart, fair face, fraught with disdain. 
Disdain in love a deadly wound. 

Wound her, sweet Love, so deep again. 

That she may feel the dying pain 

Of this unhappy shepherd's swain, 
And die for love as Colin died, as Colin died. 

The Arraignment of Paris. 

THE AGED MAN-AT-ARMS 

His golden locks time hath to silver turned ; 

O time too swift, O swiftness never ceasing I 
His youth 'gainst time and age hath ever spumed. 

But spumed in vain ; youth waneth by increasing 
Beauty, strength, youth, are flowers but fading seen. 
Duty, faith, love, are roots, and ever green. 

His helmet now shall make a hive for bees. 
And lovers' songs be turned to holy psalms ; 

A man-at-arms must now serve on his knees. 
And feed on prayers, which are old age's alms : 

But though from court to cottage he depart, 

His saint is sure of his unspotted heart. 

And when he saddest sits in homely cell. 
He'll teach his swains this carol for a song : 
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' Blessed be the hearts that wish my Sovereign well 

Cursed be the souls that think her any wrong/ 
Goddess, allow this aged man his right, 
To be your beadsman now that was your knight. 

Polyhymnia, 

LOVE AND MELAMPUS 

Mblampus, when will Xx)ve be void of fears ? 
When Jealousy hath neither eyes nor ears. 
Melampus, when will Love be throughly shrieved ? 
When it is hard to speak, and not believed. 
Melampus, when is Xx)ve most malcontent ? 
When lovers range, and bear their bows unbent. 
Melampus, tell me when Love takes least harm ? 
When swains' sweet pipes are puffed, and trulls are 

warm. 
Melampus, tell me when is Love best fed ? 
When it has sucked the sweet that ease hath bred. 
Melampus, when is time in love ill spent ? 
When it earns meed and yet receives no rent. 
Melampus, whoi is time well spent in love ? 
When deeds win meed, and words love works do 

prove. 

The Hunting of Cupid. 

CUPID'S ARROWS 

At Venus' entreaty for Cupid her son 
These arrows by Vulcan were cunningly done. 
The first is Love, as here you may behold. 
His feathers, head, and body, are of gold : 
The second shaft is Hate, a foe to Love, 
And bitter are his torments for to prove : 
The third is Hope, from whence our comfort springs. 
His feathers [they] are pulled from Fortune's wings : 
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Fourth, Jealousy, in basest minds doth dwell, 
This metal Vulcan's Cyclops sent from hell. 

The Hunting of Cupid, 

WHAT THING IS LOVE ? 

What thing is love ? — ^for sure love is a thing ; 

Love is a prick, love is a sting. 

Love is a pretty, pretty thing ; 

Love is a fire, love is a coal. 

Whose flame creeps in at every holo ; 

And, as myself can best devise. 

His dwelling is in ladies' eyes. 

From whence he shoots his dainty darts 

Into the lusty gallants' hearts : 

And ever since was called a God 
That Mars with Venus played even and odd. 

The Hunting of Cupid. 

THE MAID'S RESOLVE 

Whenas the rye reach to the chin. 
And chopcherry, chopcherry ripe within. 
Strawberries swimming in the cream, 
And schoolboys playing in the stream ; 
Then O, then O, then O, my true love said, 
'Till that time come again 
She could not live a maid ! 

The Old Wives' Tale, 

BETHSABE BATHING 

Hot sun, cool Are, tempered with sweet air, 
Black shade, fair nurse, shadow my white hair : 
Shine, sun : burn, fire ; breathe air, and ease me ; 
Black shade, fair nurse, shroud me, and please me : 
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Shadow, my sweet nurse, keep me from bamlng, 
MakB not my glad cause cause of mourning. 

Let not my beauty's fire 

Inflame unstayed desire. 

Nor pierce any bright eye 

That wandereth lightly. 

David and Btthsabe. 



ROBERT GREENE 
Circa 1560-1592 

BEAUTY SUING FOR LOVE 
Beauty, alas, where wast thou bom, 
Thua to hold thyself in scorn ? 
'Whenas Beauty kissed to woo thee. 
Thou by Beauty dost undo me ; . 

Heigh-ho 1 despise me not. 
I and thou in sooth are one, 
Fairer thou. I fairer none : 
Wanton thou, and wilt thou, wanton. 
Yield a cruel heart to plant on ? 
Do me right, and do me reason ; 
Cruelty is cursU treason : 

Heigh-ho, I love t heigh-ho, I love I 

Heigh-ho I and yet he eyes me not. 

Looking-glass for London. 



THOMAS NASH 
1567-1601 
SPRING, THE SWEET SPRING 
Sprino, the sweet Spring, ia the year's pleasant 

king; 
Then blooms each thiag, then maids dance ia a 

ring 
Cold doth not sting, the pretty birds do sing, 
Cuckoo, jug, jug, pu we. to viitta woo. 

The palm and may make country houaea gay. 
Lambs frisk and play, the shepherds pipe all day. 
And we hear aye birds tune this merry lay. 
Cuckoo, jug. jug, pu we, to witta woo. 

The fields breathe sweet, the daisies kiss onr feet, 
Yonng lovers meet, old wives a-sunning ait. 
In every atreet these tunes our ears do greet. 
Cuckoo, jug, jag. pu ve, to witta vaoo. 
Spring, the sweet Spring. 
I Summer's Last Will. 

' THE DECAY OF SUMMER 



All good things vanish less than in a day. 
Peace, plenty, pleasure, suddenly decay. 

Go not yet away, bright Soul of the sad year. 
The earth is hell when thou leavest to appear. 
What, shall those flowers that decked thy garland 

erst, 
Upon thy grave be wastefully dispersed ? 
O trees, consume your sap in sorrow's source. 
Streams, turn to tears your tributary course. 
Go not yet hence, bright Soul of the sad year. 
The earth is hell when thou leavest to appear. 

Summer's Last Will. 



THE COMING OF WINTER 

Autumn hath all the Summer's fruitful treasure ; 
Gone is our sport, fled is our Croydon's pleasure ! 
Short days, sharp days, long nights come on 

apace : 
Ah, who shall hide us from the winter's face ? 
Cold doth increase, the sickness will not cease. 
And here we lie, God knows, with little ease. 
From winter, plague, and pestilence, good Lord, 
deliver us t 

London doth mourn, Lambeth is quite forlorn I 
Trades cry. Woe worth that ever they were bom I 
The want of term is town and city's harm ; 
Close chambers we do want to keep us warm. 
Long banished must we live from our friends : 
This low-built house will bring us to our ends. 
From winter, plague and pestilence, good Lord, 
deliver us 1 

Summer's Last Will, 
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ADIEU ; FAREWELL EARTH'S BLISS 

Adieu ; faxewell earth's bliss. 
This world uncertain is : 
Fond are life's lustful joys, 
Death proves them all but toys. 
None from his darts can fly : 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us 1 

Rich men trust not in wealth ; 
Gold cannot buy you health ; 
Ph3rsic himself must fade ; 
All things to end are made ; 
The plague full swift goes by ; 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us ) 

Beauty i3 but a flower.- 
Which wrinkles will devour : 
Brightness falls from the air ; 
Queens have died young and fair ; 
Dust hath closed Helen's eye ; 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercv on us f 

« 

Strength stoops unto the grave : 
Worms feed on Hector brave. 
Swords may not fight with fate : 
Earth still holds ope her gate. 
Come, come, the hells do cry ; 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us I 

Wit with his wantonness 
Tasteth death's bitterness. 
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Hell's executioner 
Hath no ears for to hear 
What vain art can reply ; 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us t 

Haste therefore each degree 
To welcome destiny : 
Heaven is our heritage, 
Earth but a player's stage. 
Mount we unto the sky ; 
I am sick, I must die. 

Lord have mercy on us I 

Summer's Last Will, 
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SAMUEL DANIEL 

1562-1619 

OPINION, HOW DOST THOU MOLEST 

Opinion, how doat thou molest 
The affected mind of restless man I 
Who following thee never can. 
Not ever ahall attain to rest. 

For getting what thou say«t is best. 
Yet lo, that best be finds far wide 
Of what than promisedst before : 
For in the same he looked for more, 
Which proves bat small when once 'tis tried. 

Then something else thon find'st beside. 

To draw him still from thought to thought : 
When in the end all proves but nought. 
Farther from rest he finds him then, 
Than at the first when he began. 

O malcontent sedndng guest. 

Contriver of oar greatest woes ; 

Which born of wind, and fed with shows. 

Dost ntirse thyself in thy unrest ; 
Judging ongotten things the best, 

Or what thon In conceit designest : 
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And all things in the world dost deem, 
Not as they are, but as they seem : 
Which shows their state thou ill defines t ; 
And livest to come, in present pines t. 
For what thou hast, thou still dost lack : 
O mind's tormentor, body's wrack. 
Vain promiser of that sweet rest 
Which never any yet possessed. 

If we unto ambition tend, 
Then dost thou draw our weakness on. 
With vain imagination 
Of that which never had an end. 

Or if that lust we apprehend, 

How dost that pleasant plague infest I 
O what strange forms of luxury 
Thou straight dost cast to entice us by I 
And tellest us that is ever best 

Which we have never yet possessed. 
And that more pleasure rests beside. 
In something that we have not tried. 
And when the same likewise is had. 
Then all is one, and all is bad. 

This Anthony can say is true, 
And Qeopatra knows 'tis so. 
By the experience of their woe. 
She can say, she never knew 

But that lust found pleasures new. 
And was never satisfied : 
He can say by proof of toil. 
Ambition is a vulture vile. 
That feeds upon the heart of Pride, 

And finds no rest when all is tried. 
For worlds cannot confine the one. 
The other, lists and bounds hath none. 
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And both subvert the mind the state. 
Procure destruction, envy, hate, r 

And now, when all this is proved vain. 
Yet Opinion leaves not here, 
But sticks to Cleopatra near. 
Persuading now, how she shall gain 

Honour by death, and fame attain ; 
And what a shame it were to live. 
Her kingdom lost, her lover dead : 
And so with this persuasion led. 
Despair doth such a courage give. 

That nought else can her mind relieve. 
Nor yet divert her from that thought : 
To this conclusion all is brought. 
This is that rest this vain world lends. 
To end in death that all things ends. 

Cleopatra. 



LOVE IS A SICKNESS 

LoVB is a sickness full of woes. 

All remedies refusing ; 
A plant that with most cutting grows. 
Most barren with best using. 

Why so ? 
More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 
If not enjoyed, it sighing cries. 

Heigh ho 1 

Love is a torment of the mind, 

A tempest everlasting ; 
And Jove hath made it of a kind 
Not well, nor full, not fasting. 

Why so ? 
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More we enjoy it, more it dies ; 
It not enjoyed, it sighing cries, 

Heigh ho 1 

Hymen's Trtumph, 



ARE THEY SHADOWS THAT WE SEE ? 

Arb they shadows that we see ? 
And can shadows pleasure give ? 
Pleasures only shadows be. 
Cast by bodies we conceive, 
And are made the things we deem 
In those figures which they seem. 

But these pleasures vanish fast 
Which by shadows are exprest. 
Pleasures are not if they last ; 
In their passage is their best ; 
Glory is most bright and gay 
In a flash, and so away. 

Feed apace then, greedy eyes, 
On the wonder you behold : 
Take it sudden as it flies. 
Though you take it not to hold : 
When your eyes have done their part, 
Thought must length it in the heart. 

Tethy's Festival. 
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DABRIDGECOURT BELCHIER 
Circa 1580-1621 
THE CONFESSION 
WU-KiKCi in a sh&dowed grove. 
Near silver streams fair gliding. 
Where trees in ranks did grace tbe banks. 
And nymphs had thdr abiding ; 
Here as I stayed I saw a maid, 
A beanteous lovely creature, 
With angel's iace and goddess' grace, 
Of snch exceeding feature. 

Her looks did so astonish me. 
And set my heart a-quaking. 
Like stag that gazed was I amazed, 
And in a stranger taldng. 
Yet roQsed myself to see this elf. 
And lo, a tree did hide me ; 
Where I unseen, beheld this queen 
Awhile, ere she espied me. 

Her voice was sweet melodtoDsly, 
She snng in perfect measure ; 
And thus she said with trickling tears : 
' Alaa, my joy, i 
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I'll be thy wife, or lose my life, 
There's no man else shall have me ; 
If God so, I will say no, 
Although a thousand crave me. 

' O stay not long, but come, my dear. 
And knit our marriage knot ; 
Each hour a day, each month a year. 
Thou knowest, I think, God wot. 
Delay not then, like worldly maiden. 
Good works till withered age ; 
'Bove other things, the King of kings 
Blessed a lawful marriage. 

' Thou art mv choice, I constant am, 

I mean to die unspotted ; 

With thee I'll live, for thee I love. 

And keep my name unblotted. 

A virtuous life in maid and wife. 

The Spirit of God commends it ; 

AccursM he for ever be. 

That seeks with shame to offend it.' 

With that she rose like nimble roe. 
The tender grass scarce bending. 
And left me then perplexed with fear 
At this her sonnet's ending. 
I thought to move this dame of love. 
But she was gone already ; 
Wherefore I pray that those that stay 
May find their loves as steady. 

Hans Beer Pot. 
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE 
1564-1616 

THE POWER OF MUSIC* 
Orpbeus with his late made trees, 
And the moDDtain tops that freeze. 

Bow themselves when he did sing : 
To his music plants and flowers 
Ever sprung : as snn and showers 

There had made a lasting spring. 
Everything that heard him play. 
Even the billons of the sea. 

Hnng tbeii heads, and then lay bjn 
la sweet music is snch art : 
Killing care and grief of heart 

Fall asleep, or hearing die. 

King Henry VIII. 

ARIEL'S SONG 

Comb unto these yellow sands, 

And then take hands : 
Conrtsied when yon have, and kissed, — 
The wild waves whist, 

' Authorship doubifuL 
45 



Foot it featly here and there ; 
And, sweet sprites, the burden bear. 

Harkl hark! 
Bowgh, wowgh. 

The watch-dogs bark : 
Bowgh, wowgh. 

Hark, hark I I hear 
The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Cock-a-diddle-dow. 

II 

Where the bee sucks, there suck I : 

In a cowslip's bell I lie ; 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the bat's back I do fly 

After summer merrily. 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now, 

Under the blossom that hangs on the bough. 

The Tempest, 

THE WITCHES' MEETING 

Whbn shall we three meet again. 

In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

When the hurlyburly's done. 

When the battle's lost and won : 

That will be ere the set of sun : 

Where the place ? 

Upon the heath. 

There to meet with Macbeth. 

I come, Graymalkin 1 

Paddock calls. — Anon 1 — 

Fair is foul, and foul is fair ; 

Hover through the fog and filthy air. 

Macbeth. 
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THE INCANTATION 

Thricb the brinded cat hath mewed. 
Thrice and once the hedge-pig whined 
Harpier cries : — * 'Tis time, 'tis time.' 
Round about the cauldron go ; 
In the poisoned entrails throw,— 
Toad, that under cold stone 
Days and nights has thirty-one 
Sweltered venom sleeping got 
Boil thou first i' the charmed pot. 
Double, double toil and trouble : 
Fire bum, and cauldron bubble. 
Fillet of a fenny snake» 
In the cauldron boil and bake: 
Eye of newt and toe of frog. 
Wool of bat and tongue of dog. 
Adder's fork and blind-worm's sting 
Lizard's leg and howlet's wing. 
For a charm of powerful trouble. 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 
Double, double toil and trouble : 
Fire bum, and cauldron bubble. 
Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf ; 
Witches' mummy ; maw and i^ulf 
Of the ravined salt-sea shark ; 
Root of hemlock digged i' the dark » 
Liver of blaspheming Jew ; 
Gall of goat and sUps of yew 
Slivered in the moon's eclipse ; 
Nose of Turk and Tartar's lips ; 
Finger of birth-strangled babe 
Ditch-delivered by a drab. 
Make the gruel thick and slab ; 
Add thereto a tiger's chaudron, 
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For the ingredients of our cauldron. 
Double, double toil and trouble : 
Fire bum, and cauldron bubble. 
Cool it with a baboon's blood. 
Then the charm is firm and good. 
And now about the cauldron sing. 
Like elves and fairies in a ring. 
Enchanting aU that you put in. 

Black spirits and white. 

Red spirits and grey ; 
Mingle, mingle, mingle. 

You that mingle may. 



Macbeth. 



FAIRY SONGS 
I 

OVBR IuH, over dale. 

Thorough bush, thorough brier. 
Over park, over pale. 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 
I do wander every where, 
Swifter than the moon's sphere ; 
And I serve the fairy queen. 
To dew her orbs upon the green : 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 
In their gold coats spots you see : 
Those be rubies, fairy favours. 
In those freckles live their savours : 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear. 
Farewell, thou lob of spirits : I'll be gone ; 
Our Queen and all her elves come here anon. 
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II 

I know a bank where the wild thyme blows. 
Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows ; 
Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine, 
With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine : 
There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 
Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight. 



in 

Yon spotted snakes with double tongue. 
Thorny hedge-hogs, be not seen ; 

Newts and blind- worms,. do no wrong ; 
Come not near our Fairy Queen. 

Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 
LuUa, Inlla, lullaby ; luUa. lulla, lullaby : 
Never harm. 
Nor spell, nor charm. 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 
So, good night, with lullaby. 

Weaving spiders, come not here ; 

Hence, you long-legged spinners, hence ; 
Beetles black, approach not near ; 

Worm nor snail, do no oflence. 

Philomel, with melody 
Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 
Lulla, lulla, lullaby ; lulla, lulla, lullaby ; 
Never harm. 
Nor spell, nor charm. 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 
So, good night, with lullaby. 
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IV 

Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores. 

All with weary task fordone. 
Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud. 
Puts the wretch that lies in woe 

In remembrance of a shroud. 
Now it is the time of night. 

That the graves, all gaping wide. 
Every one lets forth his sprite, 

In the church-way paths to glide : 
And we fairies, that do run 

By the triple Hecate's team. 
From the presence of the sun. 

Following darkness like a dream. 
Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallowed house : 
I am sent with broom before. 

To sweep the dust behind the door. 



Through this house give glimmering light. 
By the dead and drowsy fire : 

Every elf and fairy sprite. 
Hop as light as bird from brier ; 

And this ditty, after me, 

Sing and dance it trippingly. 

First, rehearse this song by rote 
To each word a warbling note. 
Hand in hand, with fairy grace. 
Will we sing, and bless this place. 
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VI 

Now, nntil the break of day. 

Through this house each fairy stray 

To the best bride-bed will we. 

Which by us shall blessed be ; 

And the issue there create 

Ever shall be fortunate. 

So shall all the couples three 

Ever true in loving be ; 

And the blots of Nature's hand 

Shall not in their issue stand : 

Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar. 

Nor mark prodigious, such as are 

Despised in nativity. 

Shall upon their children be. 

With this field-dew consecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait. 

And each several chamber bless. 

Through this palace vrith sweet peace. 

Ever shall in safety rest. 

And the owner of it blest. 

Trip away I 

Make no stay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 



VII 

Fairy King, attend and mark, 
I do hear the morning lark. 

Then, my Queen, in silence sad. 
Trip we after the night's shade ; 
We the globe can compass soon. 
Swifter than the wandering moon. 

A Midsummer Night* s Dream. 
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SONG AT SUNRISE 

Hark I hark ! the laxk at heaven's gate sings 

And Phoebus 'gins arise. 
His steeds to water at those springs 

On chaUced flowers that lies ; 
And winking Mary-buds begin 

To ope their golden eyes ; 
With every thing that pretty is. 

My lady sweet, arise ; 
Arise, arise 1 

Cymbeline. 



BIRD NOTES 

Thb ousel-cock, so black of hue. 

With orange-tawny bill. 
The throstle with his note so true. 

The wren with little quill. 
The finch, the sparrow, and the lark 

The plain-song cuckoo gray. 
Whose note full many a man doth mark. 

And dares not answer nay. 

A Midsummer Nighfs Dream* 



SPRING AND WINTER 

I 

When daisies pied, and violets blue. 
And lady-smocks all silver-white. 

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue. 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 
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The cuckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 

Cuckoo ; 
Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear 1 



II 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws. 
And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks. 

When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws. 
And maidens bleach their summer smocks. 

The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he. 
Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo, — O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear 1 



III 

When icicles hang by the wall. 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail. 
When blood is nipped, and ways be foul 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who ; 
Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 



IV 

When all aloud the wind doth blow. 
And coughing drowns the parson's saw. 

And birds sit brooding in the snow. 
And Marian's nose looks red and raw, 
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When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To- who ; 
Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note. 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

Love's Labour's Lost, 

LOVE IN SPRINGTIME 

It was a lover and his lass. 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 
That o'er the green corn-field did pass 

In the spring-time, the only pretty ring time. 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 

Sweet lovers love the spring. 

Between the acres of the rye. 

With a hey and a ho, and a hey nonino. 
These pretty country folks would lie. 

In the spring-time, the only pretty ring time. 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 

Sweet lovers love the spring. 

This carol they began that hour. 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 

How that life was but a flower 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time. 

When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 
Sweet lovers love the spring. 

And therefore take the present time, . 

With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino. 
For love is crowned with the prime 

In the spring time, the only pretty ring time. 
When birds do sing, hey ding a ding, ding ; 

Sweet lovers love the spring. 

As You Like I U 
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THE SONGS OF AUTOLYCUS 



When daffodils begin to peer, — 
With, heigh ! the doxy over the dale, — 

Why, then comes in the sweet o' the year ; 
For the red blood reigns in the winter's pale. 



The white sheet bleaching on the hedge — 
With heigh 1 the sweet birds, O how they sing 1 

Doth set my pugging tooth on edge ; 
For a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants, — 

With heigh I with heigh ! the thrush and the jay. 
Are summer songs for me and my aunts. 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 



But shall 1 go mourn for that, my dear ? 

The pale moon shines by night ; 
And when I wander here and there, 

I then do most go right. 



If tinkers may have leave to live. 
And bear the sow-skin budget. 

Then my account I well may give. 
And in the stocks avouch it« 



Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way. 
And merrily hent the stile-a : 

A merry heart goes all the day, 
Your sad tires in a mile-a. 
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II 

Lawn as white as 4nven snow ; 

Cyprus black as e'er was crow ; 

Gloves as sweet as damask roses ; 

Masks for faces and for noses ; 

Bugle-bracelet, necklace-amber. 

Perfume for a lady's chamber ; 

Golden quoifs, and stomachers. 

For my lads to give their dears ; 

Pins and poking-sticks of steel ; 

What maids lack from head to heel : 

Come buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy * 

Buy, lads, or else your lasses cry : 

Come, buy. 

Will you buy any tape, . 

Or lace for your cape. 
My dainty duck, my dear-a ? 

Any silk, any thread. 

Any toys for your head. 
Of the new'st, and fin'st, fin'st wear-a ? 

Come to the pedlar ; 

Money's a medler. 
That doth utter all men's ware-a. 



ni 

Auiolycus, Dorcas, and Mopsa 

A. Get you hence, for I must go 
Where it fits not you to know. 
D. Whither? 

Af . O; whither ? 

D, Whither > 

Af. It becomes thy oath full well. 
Thou to me thy secrets tell. 
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D. Me too : let me go thither. 
M. Or thou go'st to the grange or mill. 
D. If to either, thou dost ill. 
A. Neither* 

D, What neither ? 

A, Neither. 

D. Thou hast sworn my love to be. 
M, Thou hast sworn it more to me : 
Then whither go'st ? say, whither ? 

The Winter* s Tale. 

LOVE'S ARCHERY 

LovB, Love, nothing but Love, still more 1 

For O, Love's bow 

Shoots buck and doe : 

The shaft confounds, 

Not that it wounds. 
But tickles still the sore. 

These lovers cry — Oh ! oh ! they die ! 

Yet that which seems the wound to kill* 
Doth turn oh 1 oh I to ha 1 ha ! he 1 

So dying Love lives still : 
Oh 1 oh 1 a while, but ha 1 ha I ha 1 
Oh 1 oh 1 groans out for ha I ha 1 ha 1 

Heigho ! 

Tvoiltis and Cressida. 

RED AND WHITE 

If She be made of white and red. 
Her faults will ne'er be known ; 

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred. 
And fears by pale-white shown : 
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Then, if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know ; 
For still her cheeks possess the same, 

Which native she doth owe. 

Love's Labour's Lost. 



SONGS OF THE GREENWOOD 



Under the greenwood tree, 
Who loves to lie with me. 
And turn his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird's throat. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither 1 
Here he shall see 
No enemy. 

But winter and rough weather. 

Who doth ambition shun. 
And loves to live i' the sun. 
Seeking the food he eats, 
And pleased with what he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither 1 
Here shall we see 
No enemy. 

But winter and rough weather. 

II 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind. 
Thou art not so unkind 

As man's ingratitude : 
Thy tooth is not so keen, 
Because thou art not seen. 

Although thy breath be rude. 
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Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! unto the green holly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 
Then, heigh, ho 1 the holly ! 
This life is most jolly. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky. 
Thou dost not bite so nigh 

As benefits forgot : 
Though thou the waters warp. 
Thy sting is not so sharp 

As friend remembered not. 

Heigh, ho 1 sing, heigh, ho 1 unto the green holly ; 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere folly. 
Then, heigh, ho I the holly I 
This life is most jolly. 

Ill 

What shall he have that killed the deer ? 
His leather skins and horns to wear. 

Then sing him home. 
Take thou no scorn to wear the horn ; 
It was a crest ere thou wast born. 
Thy father's father wore it, 
And thy father bore it : 
The horn, the horn, the lusty horn. 
Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. 

As You Like It. 
LOVE IN ARDEN 



Why should this a desert be ? 

For it is unpeopled ? No ; 
Tongues I'll hang on every tree, 

That shall civil sayings show 
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Some, how brief the life of man 

Runs his erring pilgrimage. 
That the stretching of a span 

Buckles in his sum of age. 
Some, of violated vows 

*Twixt the souls of friend and friend : 
But upon the fairest boughs. 

Or at every sentence' end. 
Will I Rosalinda write ; 

Teaching all that read to know 
The quintessence of every sprite 

Heaven would in little show. 
Therefore Heaven Nature charged. 

That one body should be filled 
With all graces wide enlarged : 

Nature presently distilled 
Helen's cheek, but not her heart, 

Cleopatra's majesty, 
Atalanta's better part. 

Sad Lucretia's modesty. 
Thus Rosalind of many parts 

By Heavenly Synod was devised. 
Of many faces, eyes, and hearts, 

To have the touches dearest prized. 
Heaven would that she these gifts should 
have. 

And I to live and die her slave. 

n 

Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love : 
And thou, thrice>crown^d Queen of Night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above. 
Thy huntress' name that my full life doth sway. 
O Rosalind, these trees shall be my books. 
And in their barks my thoughts I'll character, 
That every eye which in this forest looks 
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Shall see thy virtue witnessed everywhere. 
Run, run, Orlando : carve on every tree 
The fair the chaste, and unexpressive She. 

Ill 

Art thou god to shepherd turned,^ 
That a maiden's heart hath burned ' 
Why, thy godhead laid apart, 
Warr'st thou with a woman's heart ? 
Whiles the eye of man did woo me. 
That could do no vengeance to me. — 
If the scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such love in mine. 
Alack ! in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect ? 
Whiles you chid me, I did love ; 
How then might your prayers move ? 
He that brings this love to thee 
Little knows this love in me : 
And by him seal up thy mind ; 
Whether that thy youth and kind 
Will the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make ; 
Or else by him my love deny. 
And then I'll study how to die.- 

As You Like It. 



TELL ME, WHERE IS FANCY BRED 

Tbll me, where is Fancy bred. 
Or in the heart, or in the head ? 
How begot, how nourished ? 

Reply, reply. 
It is engendered in the eyes, 
With gazing fed ; and Fancy dies 
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In the cradle where it lies. 

Let us all ring Fancy's knell : 
I'll begin it, — Ding, dong, bell. 

Ding, dong, bell. 

The Merchant of Venice. 

LOVERS MEETING 

O MiSTRBSs mine, where are you roaming ? 
O stay and hear : your true love's coming. 

That can sing both high and low. 
Trip no further, pretty sweeting ; 
Journeys end in lovers meeting. 

Every wise man's son doth know. 
What is love ? 't is not hereafter ; 
Present mirth hath present laughter ; 

What's to come is still unsure : 
In delay there lies no plenty ; 
Then come kiss me, Sweet-and-twenty, 

Youth's a stufi will not endure. 

Twelfth Night. 

TO SILVIA 



Who is Silvia ? what is she. 

That all our swains commend her, 

Holy, fair, and wise is she ; 

The heaven such grace did lend her. 

That she might admired be. 

Is she kind, as she is fair ? 

For beauty lives with kindness : 
Love doth to her eyes repair. 

To help him of his blindness : 
And, being helped, inhabits there. 
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Then to Silvia let us sing. 

That Silvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 

Upon the dull earth dwelling ; 
To her let us garlands bring. 

II 

My thoughts do harbour with my Silvia nightly ; 
And slaves they are to me, that send them flying : 

could their master come and go as lightly, 
Himself would lodge where senseless they are lying 

My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them ; 

While I, their king, that thither them importune. 
Do curse the grace that with such grace hath 
blessed them. 

Because myself do want my servants' fortune : 

1 curse myself, for they are sent by me. 

That they should harbour where their lord should 
be. 

The Two Gentlemen of Verona. 

A KING'S WOOING 

So sweet a kiss the golden sun gives not 
To those fresh morning drops upon the rose, 

As thy eyebeams, when their fresh rays have smote 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows ^ 

Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 
Through the transparent bosom of the deep. 

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light; 
Thou shin'st in every tear that I do weep : 

No drop but as a coach doth carry thee. 
So ridest thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that swell in me. 

And they thy glorv through my grief will snow : 
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But do not love thyself ; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 

O queen of queens, how far dost thou excel, 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell. 

Love's Labour's Lost. 



ON A DAY, ALACK THE DAY 

On a day (alack the day !) 

Love whose month was ever May, 

Spied a blossom passing fair. 

Playing in the wanton air : 

Through the velvet leaves the wind 

All unseen, 'gan passage find ; 

That the lover, sick to death. 

Wished himself the heaven's breath. 

" Air," quoth he, " thy cheeks may blow ; 

Air, would I might triumph so ! 

But, alas, my hand hath sworn 

Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 

Vow, alack, for youth unmeet. 

Youth, so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Thou for whom Jove would swear 

Juno but an Ethiope were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

fuming mortal for thy love." 

Love's Labour's Lost. 



LOVE FORSWORN 

Takb, O take those lips away. 
That so sweetly were forsworn ; 

And those eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do mislead the mom : 
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But my kisses bring again. 

Bring again. 
Seals of love, but sealed in vain. 

Sealed in vain. 

Measure for Measure, 



DECEIVERS EVER 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more. 

Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea and one on shore ; 

To one thing constant never. 
Then sigh not so, but let them go. 

And be yon blithe and bonny. 
Converting all your sounds of woe 

Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no moe 

Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The fraud of men was ever so. 

Since summer first was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, but let them go. 

And be you blithe and bonny. 
Converting all your sounds of woe 

Into, Hey, nonny, nonny. 

Much Ado about Nothing, 



THE LOVER'S DESPAIR 

Comb away, come away. Death, 
And in sad cypress let me be laid ; 

Fly away, fly away, breath ; 
I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 
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My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 

O prepare it : 
My part of death, no one so true 

Did share it. 

Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 
On my black cofiin let there be strown ; 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown 
A thousand thousand sighs to save, 

Lay me, O where 
Sad true lover never And my grave. 
To weep there. 

Twelfth Night. 

HYMEN 

Thbn is there mirth in Heaven, 
When earthly things made even 

Atone together. 
Good duke, receive thy daughter. 

Hymen from Heaven brought her ; 
Yea, brought her hither. 
That thou might'st join her hand with his 
Whose heart within her bosom is. 



MARRIAGE SONG 

Wbdding is great Juno's crown : 
O blessed bond of board and bed 1 

'T is Hymen peoples every town ; 
High wedlock then be honoured. 

Honour, high honour and renown. 

To Hymen, God of every town 1 

As You Lik$ It. 
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SONG OF BENEDICTION 

Honour, riches, marriage-blessing. 
Long continuance, and increasing. 
Hourly joys be still upon you ! 
Juno sings her blessings on you. 

Earth's increase, foison plenty. 
Barns and gamers never empty ; 
Vines with clustering bunches growing ; 
Plants with goodly burden bowing ; 

Spring come to yon at the farthest. 
In the very end of harvest I 
Scarcity and want shall shun you ; 
Ceres' blessing so is on you. 

The Tempest. 



A SEA DIRGE 

FuLL-fathom five thy father lies ; 

Of his bones are coral made : 
Those are pearls that were his eyes : 

Nothing of him that doth fade. 
But doth suffer a sea-change 
Into something rich and strange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell : 
Hark 1 now I hear them, — 

Ding, dong, bell. 

The Tempest. 

HERO'S GRAVE 

DoKB to death by slanderous tongues 

Was the Hero that here lies : 
Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 

Gives her fame which never dies : 
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So the life, that died with shame 
Lives in death with glorious fame. 

Pardon, Goddess of the Night, 
Those that slew thy virgin knight 
For the which with songs of woe. 
Round about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan. 

Help us to sigh and groan, 
Heavily, heavily : 

Graves yawn and yield your dead. 

Till death be uttered 
Heavily, heavily. 

Much Ado about Nothing, 



OPHELIA'S SONGS 



How should I your true love know 

From another one ? 
By his cockle hat and stafi. 

And his sandal shoon. 

He is dead and gone, lady. 

He is dead and gone ; 
At his head a grass-green turf. 

At his heels a stone. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow. 

Larded with sweet flowers ; 
Which bewept to the grave did go. 

With true-love showers. 
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II 

They bore him barefaced on the bier ; 
Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny : 
And in his grave rained many a tear ;- 
For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy. 

And will he not come again ? 
And will he not come again ' 

No, no, he is dead : 

Go to thy death-bed : 
He never will come again. 

His beard as white as snow. 
All flaxen was his poll ; 

He is gone, he is gone. 

And we cast away moan : 
God ha' mercy on his soul I 



Hamlet. 



FIDELE 

Fbar no more the heat o' the sun. 
Nor the furious winter's rages ; 

Thou thy worldly task hast done. 
Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages 

Golden lads and girls all must, 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Fear no more the frown o' the great. 
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke ; 

Care no more to clothe and eat ; 
To thee the reed is as the oak : 

The sceptre, learning, physic, must 

All follow this, and come to dust. 
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Fear no more the lightning flash. 
Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ; 

Fear not slander, censure rash ; 
Thou hast finished joy and moan ; 

All lovers young, all lovers must 

Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

No exorciser harm thee ! 
Nor no witchcraft charm thee I 
Ghost unlaid forbear thee 1 
Nothing ill come near thee 1 
Quiet consummation have ; 
And renowned be thy grave i 

Cytnbeline, 



THE RAIN IT RAINETH EVERY DAY 

Whbn that I was and a little tiny boy. 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain ; 

A foolish thing was but a toy. 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came to man's estate. 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

'Gainst knaves and thieves men shut their gate, 
For the rain it raineth everj' day. 

But when I came, alas ! to wive. 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain. 
By swaggering could I never thrive. 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I came unto my beds. 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain. 

With toss-pots still had drunken heads. 
For the rain it raineth every day. 
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Al great while ago the world begun, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

Bnt that's all one, our play is done, 
And we'll strive to please you every day. 

Twelfth Night. 

HELEN OF TROY 

Was this fair face the cause, quoth she. 
Why the Grecians sacked Troy ? 
Fond done, done fond. 

Was this King Priam's joy ? 
With that she sigh6d as she stood. 
With that she sighed as she stood, 

And gave this sentence then ; 
Among nine bad if one be good. 
Among nine bad if one be good. 

There's yet one good in ten. 

AlVs Well that Ends Well. 

GRAVEDIGGER'S SONG 

In youth, when I did love, did love, 

Methought it was very sweet. 
To contract, O 1 the time, for-a I my behove, 

O methought, there was nothing meet. 

But age, with his stealing steps. 

Hath clawed me in his clutch, 
And hath shipped me in til the land. 

As if I had never been such. 

A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade. 

For — and a shrouding sheet : 
O, a pit of clay for to be made 

For such a guest is meeti 

Hamlet. 



COME, THOU MONARCH OF THE VINE 

Come, thou Monarch of the vine, 
Plumpy Bacchus with pink eyne : 
In thy vats onr cares be drowned ; 
With thy grapes our hairs be crowned : 
Cup us, till the world go round : 
Cup us, till the world go round ! 

Antony and Cleopatra. 



FIE ON SINFUL FANTASY 

Fie on sinful fantasy ! 

Fie on lust and luxury I 

Lust is but a bloody fire, 

Kindled with unchaste desire. 

Fed in heart ; whose flames aspire. 

As thoughts do blow them higher and higher. 

Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; 

Pinch him for his villainy ; 

Pinch him, and bum him, and turn him about. 

Till candles, and star-light, and moonshine be out. 

The Merry Wives of Windsor. 



THE WAY OF THE WORLD 

Why, let the stricken deer go weep. 

The hart ungall6d play ; 
For some must watch, while some must sleep : 

Thus runs the world away. 

Hamlet. 
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ECHO MOURNING THE DEATH OF 

NARCISSUS 

Sl^w, hIow, fresh foant. keep time with my salt 

Yet slower, yet, O faintly gentle springs : 
List to the heavy part the music bears. 

Woe weeps out her division when she sings. 

Droop herbs and flowers ; 

Fall grief in showers. 

Our beauties are not ours ; 

O I could still, 

Ijke melting snow upon some craggy hill. 

Drop, drop, drop, drop, 
Since nature's pride a, now, a withered daffodil. 

Cynthia's Revth. 

THE KISS 
O THAT joy SO soon should waste I 



Might not for ever la^t I 
So sugared, so melting, so 



The dew that lies on roses. 

When the mom herself discloses, 
ts not so precious. 
O rather than I would it smother. 
Were I to taste such another ; 

It should be my wishing 

That I might die kissing. 

Cynthia's Revels. 

THE GLOVE OF THE DEAD LADY 

Thou more than most sweet glove. 
Unto my more sweet love. 
Suffer me to store with kisses 
This empty lodging that now misses 
The pure rosy hand that wore thee. 
Whiter than the kid that bore thee. 
Thou art soft, but that was Softer ; 
Cupid's self hath kissed it ofter 
Than e'er he did his Mother's doves. 
Supposing her the Queen of loves. 
That was thy mistress, 
Best of gloves. 

Cynthia's Revels. 

HYMN TO DIANA 

QuBBN, and Huntress, chaste and fair. 

Now the sun is laid to sleep. 
Seated in thy silver chair. 
State in wonted manner keep : 
Hesperus entreats thy light. 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Earth, let not thy envious shade 
Dare itself to interpose ; 
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Cynthia's shining orb was made 
Heaven to clear when day did close : 
Bless US then with wishM sight. 
Goddess excellently bright. 

Lay thy bow of pearl apart. 

And thy crystal shining quiver « 
Give unto thy flying hart 

Space to breathe, how short soever : 
Thou that makest a day of night. 
Goddess excellently bright. 

CytUhia's Revels, 



THE LOVER'S IDEAL 

If I freely may discover 

What would please me in my lover, 

I would have her fair and witty. 

Savouring more of Court than city ; 

A little proud, but full of pity ; 

Light and humorous in her toying ; 

Oft building hopes, and soon destroying ; 

Long, but sweet in the enjoying ; 
Neither too easy nor too hard. 
All extremes I would have barred. 

She should be allowed her passions* 

So they were but used as fashions ; 

Sometimes froward, and then frowning. 

Sometimes sickish, and then swooning. 

Every fit with change still crowning. 

Purely jealous I would have her. 

Then only constant when I crave her ; 

'Tis a virtue should not save her. 
Thus, nor her delicates would cloy me, 
Nor her peevishness annoy me. 

The Poetaster. 
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WANTON CUPID 

Lovs is blind, and a wanton ; 

In the whole world, there is scant [one] 

One such another : 

No, not his Mother. 
He hath plucked her doves and sparrows, 
To feather his sharp arrows. 

And alone prevaileth. 

While sick Venus waileth. 
But if Cjrpris once recover 
The wag ; it shall behove her 

To look better to him. 

Or she will undo him. 

The Poetaster. 



WAKE, MUSIC AND WINE 

Wake, our mirth begins to die. 
Quicken it with tunes and wines 
Raise your notes ; you're out : fy, fy t 
This drowsiness is an ill sign. 
We banish him the quire of Gods« 

That droops again : 

Then all are men. 
For here's not one, but nods. 

The Poetastet 



THE FEAST OF THE SENSES 

Then, in a free and lofty strain. 
Our broken tunes we thus repair ; 

And we answer them again. 

Running division on the panting air ; 
To celebrate this feast of sense, 
As free from scandal as offence. 
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Here is beauty for the eye ; 

For the ear sweet melody ; 
Ambrosial odours for the smell ; 

Delicious nectar for the taste ; 

For the touch a lady's waist ; 
Which doth all the rest excel ! 

The Poetaster, 

FOOLS 

Fools, they are the only nation 
Worth men's envy or admiration ; 
Free from care or sorrow-taking. 
Selves and others merry making : 
All they speak or do is sterling. 
Your fool he is your great man's darling. 
And your ladies' sport and pleasure ; 
Tongue and babUe are his treasure. 
Even his face begetteth laughter. 
And he speaks truth free from slaughter. 
He's the grace of every feast. 
And sometimes the cbiefest guest ; 
Hath his trencher and his stool. 
When wit waits upon the fool. 
O who would not be 
He, he, he ? 

Volpone. 

LOVE WHILE WE CAN 

Come, my Celia, let us prove. 
While we can the sports of love. 
Time will not be ours for ever. 
He, at length, our good will sever ; 
Spend not then his gifts in vain, 
Sons that set may rise again : 
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But if once we lose this light, 
'Tis with us perpetual night. 
Why should we defer our joys ? 
Fame and rumour are but toys. 
Cannot we delude the eyes 
Of a few poor household spies ? 
Or his easier ears beguile. 
Thus removW by our wile ? 
'Tis no sin love's fruits to steal ; 
But the sweet thefts to reveal : 
To be taken, to be seen, 
These have crimes accounted been. 

Volpone. 

THE BIRTH OF LOVE 

So Beauty on the waters stood. 
When love had severed earth from flood ; 
So when he parted air from Are, 
He did with concord all inspire ; 
And there a matter he then taught 
That elder than himself was thought ; 
Which thought was yet the child of earth. 
For Love is older than his birth. 

The Masque of Beauty, 



CUPIDS SHOOTING AT RANDOM 

If all these Cupids now were blind. 

As is their wanton brother, 
Or play should put it in their mind 

To shoot at one another. 
What pretty battle they would make. 
If they their object should mistake, 

And each one wound his Mother. 

The Masque of Beauty, 
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THE GRACE OF SIMPLICITY 

Still to be neat, still to be drest, 

As you were going to a feast ; 

Still to be powdered, still perfumed : 

Lady, it is to be presumed, 

Though art's hid causes are not found. 

All is not sweet, all is not sound. 

Give me a look, give me a face. 
That makes simplicity a grace ; 
Robes loosely flowing, hair as free : 
Such sweet neglect more taketh me. 
Than all the adulteries of art ; 
They strike mine eyes, but not my heart. 
Epicame ; or, the Silent Woman, 



A VISION OF BEAUTY 

It was a beauty that I saw 
So pure, so perfect, as the frame . 
Of all the universe was lame, 

To that one figure could I draw. 

Or give least line of it a law I 
A skein of silk without a knot I 

A fair march made without a halt 

A curious form without a fault I 
A printed book without a blot I 
All beauty, and without a spot. 

Th$ New Inn. 

LOVE AND DEATH 

Though I am young and cannot tell 
Either what Death or Love is well. 
Yet I have heard they both bear darts. 
And both do aim at human hearts ; 
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And then again, I have been told. 
Love wounds with heat, as Death with cold ; 
So that I fear they do but bring 
Extremes to touch, and mean one thing. 

As in a ruin we it call. 
One thing to be blown up, or fall ; 
Or to our end, like way may have. 
By a flash of lightning, or a wave : 
So Love's inflamed shaft or brand. 
May kill as soon as Death's cold hand ; 
Except Love's fires the virtue have 
To fright the frost out of the grave. 

The Sad Shepherd. 

THE GIPSY'S LEAVE-TAKING 

The Faery beam upon you. 
The stars to glister on you, 

A moon of light, 

In the noon of night. 
Till the fire-drake hath o'er gone you ! 
The wheel of Fortune guide you, 
The Boy with the bow beside you ; 
Run aye in the way. 
Till the bird of day. 
And the luckier lot betide you I 

The Gipsies metamorphosed, 

THE GIPSY'S BENEDICTION 

To the old, long life and treasure ! 
To the young, all health and pleasure I 

To the fair, their face 

With eternal grace, 
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And the soul to be loved at leisure ! 
To the witty, all clear mirrors ; 
To the foolish, their dark errors ; 

To the loving sprite, 

A secure delight ; * 

To the jealous his own false terrors ! 

The Gipsies metamorphosed. 



BREAK. PHANT'SIE, FROM THY 
CAVE* OF CLOUD 

Break, Phant'sie, from thy cave of cloud. 

And spread thy purple wings ; 

Now all thy figures are allowed. 

And various shapes of things ; 

Create of airy forms a stream. 

It must have blood, and nought of phlegm ; 

And though it be a waking dream. 

Yet let it like an odour rise 

To all the senses here. 

And fall like sleep upon their eyes. 

Or music in their ear. 

The Vision of Delight. 



THE SATYR AND THE FAIRIES 

SATYR 

This is Mab. the mistress Fairy« 
That doth nightly rob the dairy. 
And can hurt or help the churning. 
As she please, without discerning. 

FIRST FAIRY 

Pug, you will anon take warning ? 
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SATYR 

She that pinches country wenches, 
If they rub not dean their benches, 
And with the sharper nails remembers 
When they rake not up their embers : 
But if so they chance to feast her. 
In a shoe she drops a tester. 

SECOND FAIRY 

Shall we strip the skipping jester ? 

SATYR 

This is she that empties cradles. 
Takes out children, puts in ladles : 
Trains forth midwives in their slumber. 
With a sieve the holes to number ; 
And then leads them from her burrows. 
Home through ponds and water-furrows. 

FIRST FAIRY 

Shall not all this mocking stir us ? 

SATYR 

She can start our Franklin's daughters. 
In their sleep, with shrieks and laughters ; 
And on sweet St. Anna's Night 
Feed them with a promised sight. 
Some of husbands, some of lovers. 
Which an empty dream discovers. 

FIRST FAIRY 

Satyr, vengeance near you hovers. 

SATYR 

And in hope' that you would come here 

Yestereve, the lady Summer 

She invited to a banquet — 

But, in sooth, I con you thank yet, 
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That you could so well deceive her 
Of the pride which gan up-heave her ! 
And, by this, would so have blown her 
As no Wood-god should have known her. 

[Skips into the wood, 

SECOND FAIRY 

Mistress, this is only spite : 
For you would not yesternight 
Kiss him in the cock-shut light. 

SATYR [returning'] 
By Pan, and thou hast hit it right. 

MAB 

Fairies, pinch him black and blue. 
Now you have him, make him rue. 

[They lay hold on hint and nip htm. 

SATYR 

O hold. Mistress Mab 1 I sue. 



FAIRY 

Nay, the devil shall have his due. 



The Saiyr^ 



PAN'S FESTIVAI. 

FIRST NYMPH 

Thus, thus begin, the yearly rites 
Are due to Pan on these bright nights ; 
His mom now rlseth, and invites 
To sports, to dances and delights : 
All envious and profane, away. 
This is the shepherd's holiday. 
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SECOND NYMPH 

Strew, strew the glad and smiling ground 
With every flower, yet not confound 
The primrose drop, the spring's own spouse. 
Bright day's eyes, and the lips of cows. 
The garden star, the queen of May, 
The rose, to crown the holiday. 

THIRD NYMPH 

Drop, drop your violets, change your hues. 
Now red, now pale, as lovers use. 
And in your death go out as well. 
As when you lived unto the smell : 
That from your odour all may say. 
This is the shepherd^s holiday. 

Pan*s Anniversary , 



ASTRiEA 

Look, look 1 rejoice and wonder 
That you, offending mortals, are 
(For all your crimes) so much the care 

Of Him that bears the thunder. 

Jove can endure no longer. 

Your great ones should your less invade. 

Or that your weak, though bad, be made 
A prey unto the stronger. 

And therefore means to settle 

Astrxa in her seat again ; 

And let down in his golden chain 
The Age of better metal. 
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Which deed he doth the rather. 
That even Envy may behold 
Time not enjoyed his head of gold 

Alone beneath his father. 

But that his care conserveth, 

As time, so all time's honours too, 
Regarding still what Heav'n should do. 

And not what earth deserveth. 

The Golden Age Restored. 



THE WITCHES 

FIRST CHARM 

Damb, Dame I the watch is set : 
Quickly come, we all are met, — 
From the lakes, and from the fens. 
From the rocks, and from the dens. 
From the woods, and from the caves, 
From the churchyards, from the graves. 
From the dungeon, from the tree 
That they die on, here are we 1 

Comes she not yet ? 

Strike another heat. 

SECOND CHARM 

The weather is fair, the wind is good. 
Up, Dame, on your horse of wood : 
Or else tuck up your gray frock, 
And saddle your goat, or your green cock. 
And make his bridle a bottom of thread. 
To roll up how many miles you have rid. 
Quickly come away ; 
For we all stay. 

Nor yet ? nay, then. 

We'll try her agen. 



THIRD CHARM 

The owl is abroad, the bat, and the toad. 

And so is the cat-a-mountain. 

The ant and the mole sit both in a hole. 

And the frog peeps out o' the fountain. 

The dogs they do bay, and the timbrels play. 

The spindle is now a-tuming ; 

The moon it is red, and the stars are fled. 

But all the sky is a-buming : 

The ditch is made, and our nails the spade. 

With pictures full, of wax and of wool ; 

Their livers I stick, with needles quick ; 

There lacks but the blood, to make up the flood. 

Quickly, Dame, then bring your part in, 

Spur, spur upon little Martin, 

Merrily, merrily, make him sail, 

A worm in his mouth and a thorn in his tail. 

Fire above, and fire below. 

With a whip in your hand, to make him go. 

O now she's come I 

Let all be dumb. 



FIRST CHARM 

Deep, O deep we lay thee to sleep ; 
We leave thee drink by, if thou chance to be dry ; 
Both milk and blood, the dew and the flood. 
We breathe in thy bed, at the foot and the head ; 
We cover thee warm, that thou take no harm : 

And when thou dost wake. 

Dame Earth shall quake, 

And the houses shake. 

And her belly shall ache. 

As her back were brake. 

Such a birth to make, 
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As in the blue drake ; 
Whose form thou shalt take. 

Ths Masque of Queens, 



BUZ, QUOTH THE BLUE-FLY 

Buz, quoth the blue-fly. 

Hum, quoth the bee. 
Buz and hum they cry. 

And so do we. 
In his ear, in his nose. 

Thus, do you see ? 
He eat the doormouse ; 

Else it was he. 

The Masque of Oberon, 

AURORA 

O YBT how early, and before her time, 
The envious Mcrtning up doth climb, 

Though she not love her bed 1 
What haste the jealous Sun doth make. 
His fiery horses up to take. 

And once more show his head ! 
Lest, taken with the brightness of this night. 
The world should wish it last, and never miss his 
Ught. 

The Masque of Oberou. 
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FRANCIS BEAUMONT {1584-1616) AND 
JOHN FLETCHER {1579-1625) 

CONSTANCY 
Lay a garland on my hearse 

Of the dismal yew ; 
Ua.ideiis, willow branches bear ; 

Say, I died true. 

My love was false, but I was firm 

From my hour of birth. 
Upon my buried body lie 

lightly, gentle earth I 

Tke MaiSi Tragedy. 



FICKLENESS 
I COULD never have the power 
To love one above an hour. 
But my head would prompt mine eye 
On some other man to fly. 
Venus, fix thou mine eyes fast. 
Or if not, give me all that I shall see at last. 
The Mai^s Tragtdy. 
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BEAUTY CLEAR AND FAIR 

Bbauty clear and fair. 
Where the air 

Rather like a perfume dwells ; 
Where the violet and the rose 
Their blue veins in blush disclose. 

And came to honour nothing else. 

Where to live near. 

And planted there. 

Is to live, and still live new ; 
Where to gain a favour is 
More than light, perpetual bliss. — 

Make me live by serving you. 

Dear, again back recall 
To this light, 

A stranger to himself and all ; 
Both the wonder and the story 
Shall be yours, and eke the glory : 

I am your servant, and your thrall. 

The Elder Brother. 



SPEAK, THOU FAIREST FAIR 

Dear£st, do not you delay me, 

Since, thou know'st, I must be gone ; 
Wind and tide, 'tis thought, doth stay me. 
But 'tis wind that must be blown 

From that breath, whose native smell 
Indian odours far excel. 

Oh, then speak, thou fairest Fair ! 
Kill not him that vows to serve thee ; 
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But perfume this neighbouring air. 
Else dull silence, sure, will starve me : 
'Tis a word that's quickly spoken. 
Which, being restrained, a heart is broken. 

The Spanish Curate, 



LET THE BELLS RING 

Let the bells ring, and let the boys sing. 

The young lasses skip and play ; 
Let the cups go round, 'till round goes the ground ; 

Our leamM old vicar will stay. 

Let the pig turn merrily, merrily, ah I 

And let the fat goose swim ; 
For verily, verily, verily, ah ! 

Our vicar this day shall be trim. 

The stewed cock shall crow, cock-a-loodle-loo, 
A loud cock-a-loodle shall he crow ; 

The duck and the drake shall swim in a lake 
Of onions and claret below. 

Our wives shall be neat, to bring in our meat 

To thee our most noble adviser ; 
Our pains shall be great, and bottles shall sweat. 

And we ourselves will be wiser. 

We'll labour and swink, we'll kiss and we'll drink. 
And tithes shall come thicker and thicker ; 

We'll fall to our plough, and get children enow. 
And thou shalt be learned old vicar. 

The Spanish Curate. 
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TAKE ME WHILE FM IN THE VEIN 

Thb fit's upon me now. 

The fit's upon me now I 

Come quickly, gentle lady. 

The fit's upon me now 1 
The world shall soon know they're fools. 

And so shalt thou do too ; 
Let the cobbler meddle with his tools. 

The fit's upon me now 1 

Wit wUhoui Money 4 



THE KING OF THE BEGGARS 

Cast our caps and cares away : 
This is beggar's holiday ! 
At the crowning of our King, 
Thus we ever dance and sing. 
In the world look out and see, 
Where's so happy a prince as he ? 
Where the nation lives so free. 
And so merry as do we ? 
Be it peace, or be it war. 
Here at liberty we are, 
And enjoy our ease and rest : 
To the field we are not pressed ; 
Nor are called into the town, 
To be troubled with the gown. 
Hang all offices, we cry, 
And the magistrate too, by I 
When the subsidy's increased. 
We are not a penny sessed ; 
Nor will any go to law 
With the beggar for a straw. 
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All which happiness, he brags. 
He doth owe unto his rags. 

Beggar's Bush. 

THE LOVE PHILTER 

Rise from the shades below. 

All you that prove 

The helps of loose love I 
Rise, and bestow 
Upon this cup whatever may compel. 
By powerful charm and unresisted spell, 
A heart unwarmed to melt in love's desires 1 
Distil into Uquor all your fires ; 
Heats, longings, tears ; 

But keep back frozen fears : 
That She may know, that has all power defied. 
Art is a power that will not be denied. 

The Humorous Lieutenant. 



THE SATYR 

Through yon same bending plain 
That flings his arms down to the main. 
And through these thick woods, have I run. 
Whose bottom never kissed the sun 
Since the lusty spring began ; 
All to please my Master Pan, 
Have I trotted without rest 
To get him fruit ; for at a feast 
He entertains, this coming night. 
His paramour, the Syrinx bright. 
But, behold a fairer sight ! 
By that heavenly form of thine. 
Brightest fair, thou art divine, 
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sprang from great immortal race 

Of the Gods ; for in thy face 

Shine» more awful majesty 

Than dull weak mortality 

Dare with misty eyes behold. 

And hve 1 Therefore on this mould 

Lowly do I bend my knee 

In worship of thy deity. 

Deign it. Goddess, from my hand, 

To receive whatever this land 

From her fertile womb doth send 

Of her choice fruits ; and but lend 

Belief to that the Satyr teUs : 

Fairer by the famous wells 

To this present day ne'er grew, 

Never better nor more true. 

Here be grai>es, whose lusty blood 

Is the leamM poet's good. 

Sweeter yet did never crown 

The head of Bacchus ; nuts more brown 

Than the squirrel's teeth that crack them ; 

Deign, O fairest Fair, to take them 1 

For these black-eyM Dryope 

Hath often-times conmianded me 

With my clasped knee to climb : 

See how well the lusty time 

Hath decked their rising cheeks in red. 

Such as on your lip6 is spread 1 

Here be berries for a queen. 

Some be red, some be green ; 

These are of that luscious meat. 

The great god Pan himself doth eat : 

All these, and what the woods can jdeld. 

The hanging mountain, or the field, 

I freely ofier, and ere long 

Will bring you more, more sweet and strong ; 
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Till when, humbly leave I take, 
Lest the great Pan do awake. 
That sleeping lies in a deep glade. 
Under a broad beech's shades 
I must go, I must run 
Swifter than the fiery sun. 

The Faithful Sheph&rdess. 

IN PRAISE OF PAN 

Sing his praises that doth keep 

Our flocks from harm, 
Pan, the father of our sheep ; 

And arm in arm 
Tread we softly in a round. 
Whilst the hollow neighbouring ground 
Fills the music with her sound. 

Pan, O, great God Pan, to thee 

Thus do we sing ! 
Thou that keep'st us chaste and free 

As the young spring ; 
Ever be thy honour spoke, 
From that place the morn is spoke. 
To that place day doth unyoke I 

The Faithful Shepherdess. 

CLOE, THE WANTON SHEPHERDESS 

Come, shepherds, come 1 
Come away 
Without delay 
Whilst the gentle time doth stay. 

Green woods are dumb, 
And will never tell to any 
Those dear kisses, and those many 
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Sweet embraces, that are given. 
Dainty pleasures, that would even 
Raise in coldest age a fire. 
And give virgin blood desire. 

Then, if ever. 

Now or never. 

Come and have it : 
Think not I 
Dare deny, 

If you crave it. 

The Faithful Shepherdess. 

EVENING SONG OF PAN'S PRIEST 

Shsphbrds all, and maidens fair. 
Fold your flocks up, for the air 
'Gins to thicken, and the Sun 
Already his great course hath run. 
See the dew-drops how they kiss 
Every little flower that is. 
Hanging on their velvet heads. 
Like a rope of crystal beads ; 
See the heavy clouds low falling. 
And bright Hesperus down calling. 
The dead Night from under ground ; 
At whose rising mists unsound. 
Damps and vapours fly apace, 
Hovering o'er the wanton face 
Of these pastures, where they come. 
Striking dead both bud and bloom : 
Therefore, from such danger lock 
Every one his lov^d flock ; 
And let your dogs he loose without. 
Lest the wolf come as a scout 
From the mountain, and, ere day» 
Bear a lamb or kid away ; 
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Or the crafty thievish fox 
Break upon your simple flocks. 
To secure yourselves from these, 
Be not too secure in ease ; 
Let one eye his watches keep, 
Whilst the other eye doth sleep ; 
So you shall good shepherds prove. 
And for ever hold the love 
Of our great God. Sweetest slumbers. 
And soft silence, fall in numbers 
On your eye-lids ! So, farewell ! 
Thus I end my evening's knell. 

The FaithftU Shepherdess, 



THE ENCHANTMENT 

From thy forehead thus I take 

These herbs, and charge thee not awake 

'Till in yonder holy well 

Thrice, with powerful magic spell. 

Filled with many a baleful word. 

Thou hast been dipped. Thus, with my 

cord 
Of blasted hemp, by moonlight twined, 
I do thy sleepy body bind. 
I turn thy head unto the east. 
And thy feet unto the west. 
Thy left arm to the south put forth. 
And thy right unto the north. 
I take thy body from the ground. 
In this deep and deadly swound. 
And into this holy spring 
I let thee slide down by my string. 
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Take this maid, thou holy pit. 
To thy bottom ; nearer yet ; 
In thy water pure and sweet. 
By thy leave I dip her feet ; 
Thus I let her lower yet. 
That her ankles may be wet ; 
Yet down lower, let her knee 
In thy waters washed be. 
There stop. Fly away, 
Everything that loves the day 1 
Truth, that hath but one face. 
Thus I charm thee from this place. 
Snakes that cast your coats for new. 
Chamelions that alter hue, 
Hares that yearly sexes change, 
Proteus altering oft and strange, 
Hecat^, with shapes three, 
Let this maiden changM be, 
With this holy water wet. 
To the shape of Amoret ! 
Cynthia, work thou with my charm I 
Thus I draw tliee, free from harm, 
Up out of this blessed lake. 
Rise both like her and awake I 

The Faithful Shepherdess. 



THE SATYR'S WATCH 

Now, whilst the Moon doth rule the sky. 
And the stars, whose feeble light 
Gives a pale shadow to the night. 
Are up, great Pan commanded me 
To walk this grove about, whilst he. 
In a corner of the wood. 
Where never mortal foot hath stood, 
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Keeps dancing, music, and a feasC 

To entertain a lovely guest ; 

Where he gives her many a rose. 

Sweeter than the breath that blows 

The leaves, grapes, berries of the best ; 

I never saw so great a feast. 

But, to my charge. Here must I stay» 

To see what mortals lose their way. 

And by a false fire, seeming bright. 

Train them in and leave them right. 

Then must I watch if any be 

Forcing of a chastity ; 

If. I find it, then in haste 

Give my wreath^ horn a blast. 

And the fairies aU will run. 

Wildly dancing by the moon. 

And will pinch him to the bone. 

Till his lustful thoughts be gone. 

Back again about this ground ; 

Sure I hear a mortal sound. — 

I bind thee by this powerful spell. 

By the waters of this well. 

By the glimmering moon-beams bright. 

Speak again, thou mortal wight 1 

Here the fooUsh mortal lies. 
Sleeping on the ground. Arise 1 
The poor wight is almost dead ; 
On the ground his wounds have bled. 
And his clothes fouled with his blood : 
To my Goddess in the wood 
Will I lead him, whose hands pure 
Will help this mortal wight to cure. 

The Faithful Shepherdess. 
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AMORET AND THE RIVER-GOD 

RIVER GOD 

What powerful charms my streams do bring 

Back again unto their spring. 

With such force, that I their god. 

Three times striking with my rod. 

Could not keep them in their ranks ? 

My fishes shoot into the banks ; 

There's not one that stays and feeds. 

All have hid them in the weeds. 

Here's a mortal almost dead. 

Fallen into my river-head, 

Hallowed so with many a spell. 

That till now none ever fell. 

'Tis a female young and clear, 

Cast in by some ravisher : 

See upon her breast a wound, 

On which there is no plaster bound. 

Yet she's warm, her pulses beat, 

'Tis a sign of Ufe and heat. — 

If thou be'st a virgin pure, 

I can give a present cure : 

Take a drop into thy wound. 

From my watery locks, more round 

Than orient pearl, and far more pure 

Than unchaste flesh may endure. — 

See, she pants, and from her flesh 

The warm blood gusheth out afresh. 

She is an unpointed maid ; 

I must have this bleeding staid. 

From my banks I pluck this flower 

With holy hand, whose virtuous power 

Is at once to heal and draw. — 

The blood returns. I never saw 

99 



199759B 



A fairer mortal. Now doth break 
Her deadly slumber. Virgin, speak. 

AMORBT 

Who hath restored my sense, given me new breath. 
And brought me back out of the arms of death ? 

GOD 

I have healed thy wounds. 

AMORBT 

Ah me ! 

GOD 

Fear not him that succoured thee. 

I am this fountain's God. Below, 

My waters to a river grow. 

And 'twixt two banks with osiers set. 

That only prosper in the wet. 

Through the meadows do they glide, 

Wheeling still on every side. 

Sometimes winding round about. 

To find the evenest channel out. 

And if thou wilt go with me. 

Leaving mortal company. 

In the cool streams shalt thou lie. 

Free from harm as well as I : 

I will give thee for thy food 

No fish that useth in the mud ; 

But trout and pike, that love to swim 

Where the gravel from the brim 

Through the pure streams may be seen : 

Orient pearl fit for a Queen 

Will I give, thy love to win. 

And a shell to keep them in ; 

Not a fish in all my brook 
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That shall disobey the look. 
But, when thou wilt, come sliding by, 
And from thy white hand take a fly : 
And to make thee understand 
How I can my waves command. 
They shall bubble whilst I sing. 
Sweeter than the silver string. 

THE SONG 

Do not fear to put thy feet 
Naked in the river sweet ; 
Think not leech, or newt, or toad. 
Will bite thy foot, when thou hast trod ; 
Nor let the water rising high. 
As thou wad'st in, make thee cry 
And sob ; but ever live with me. 
And not a wave shall trouble thee I 

The Faithful Shepherdess, 



SONG TO PAN 

All ye woods, and trees, and bowers. 
All ye Virtues and ye Powers 
That inhabit in the lakes. 
In the pleasant springs or brakes. 

Move your feet 
To our sound. 

Whilst we greet 
All this ground 
With his honour and his name 
That defends our flocks from blame. 

He is great, and he is just. 
He is ever good, and must 
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Thus be honoured. Daffodillies, 
Roses, pinks, and lov^d lilies. 

Let us fling, 

"Whilst we sing, 

Ever holy. 

Ever holy. 
Ever honoured, ever young ! 
Thus great Pan is ever sung. 

The Faithful Shepherdess^ 



THE SATYR'S LEAVE-TAKING 

Thou divinest, fairest, brightest. 
Thou most powerful maid, and whitest^ 
Thou most virtuous and most blessM, 
Eyes of stars, and golden tressM 
Like Apollo 1 tell me, sweetest. 
What new service now is meetest 
For the Satyr ? Shall I stray 
In the middle air, and stay 
The sailing rack, or nimbly take 
Hold by the Moon, and gently make 
Suit to the pale Queen of Night 
For a beam to give thee Ught ? 
Shall I dive into the sea. 
And bring thee coral, making way 
Through the rising waves that fall 
In snowy fleeces ? Dearest, shall 
1 catch thee wanton fawns, or flies 
V^ose woven wings the summer dyes 
Of many colours ? get thee fruit. 
Or steal from Heaven old Orpheus' lute ? 
All these I'll venture for, and more. 
To do her service all these woods adore. 
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Holy virgin, I will dance 
Round about these woods as quick 
As the breaking light, and prick 
Down the lawns and down the vales 
Faster than the wind-mill sails. 
So I take my leave, and pray 
All the comforts of the day. 
Such as Phoebus' heat doth send 
On the earth, may still befriend 
Thee and this arbour 1 

The Faithful Shepherdess. 



TO HIS CRUEL MISTRESS 

Go, happy heart, for thou shalt lie 
Intombed in her for whom I die. 
Example of her cruelty. 

Tell her, if she chance to chide 
Me for slowness, in her pride. 
That it was for her I died. 

II a tear escape her eye, 
'Tis not for my memory. 
But thy rites of obsequy. 

The altar was my loving breast, 
Mv heart the sacrificM beast. 
And I was myself the priest. 

Your body was the sacred shrine. 
Your cruel mind the power divine. 
Pleased with the hearts of men, not kine. 

The Mad Lover, 
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THE WARNING OF ORPHEUS 

Orpheus I am, come from the deeps below. 
To thee, fond man, the plagues of love to show* 
To the fair fields where loves eternal dwell 
There's none that come, l>ut first they pass througb 

HeU: 
Hark, and beware ! unless thou hast loved, ever 
Beloved again, thou shalt see those jo}^ never. 

Hark, how they groan that died despairing I 

O, take heed then ! 
Hark, how they howl for over-daring 1 

All these were men. 

They that be fools, and die for isLtne, 
They lose their name ; 
And they that bleed 
Hark how they speed. 

Now in cold frosts, now scorching fires 
They sit, and curse their lost desires ; 
Nor shall these souls be free from pains and fears, 
'Till women waft them over in their tears. 

The Mad Lover. 



TO VENUS 

O FAIR sweet goddess. Queen of Loves, 
Soft and gentle as thy doves. 
Humble-eyed, and ever rueing 
These poor hearts, their loves pursuing ! 
O thou mother of delights, 
Crowner of all happy nights. 
Star of dear content and pleasure. 
Of mutual loves the endless treasure I 
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Accept this sacrifice we bring, 
Thou continual youth and spring ; 
Grant this lady her desires. 
And every hour we'll crown thy fires. 

The Mad Lover, 

THE BATTLE OF PELUSIUM 

Arm, arm, arm, arm ! the scouts are all come in ; 
Keep your ranks close, and now your honours win. 
Behold from yonder hill the foe appears ; 
Bows, biUs, glaves, arrows, shields, and spears 1 
Like a dark wood he comes, or tempest pouring ; 
O view the wings of horse the meadows scouring. 
The van-guard marches bravely. Hark, the drums ! 
/ Dub, dub. 

They meet, they meet, and now the battle comes : 
See how the arrows fly. 
That darken all the sky I 
Hark how the trumpets sound. 
Hark how the hills rebound, 

Tara, tara, tara» tara, iara / 

Hark how the horses charge ! in, boys, boys, in I 
The battle totters : now the wounds begin : 
O how they cry ! 
O how they die I 
Room for the valiant Menmon, armed with 
thunder t 
See how he breaks the ranks asunder ! 
They fly ! they fly I Eumenes has the chaso» 
And brave Polybius makes good his place. 
To the plains, to the woods. 
To the rocks, to the floods, 
They fly for succout. Follow, follow, follow ! 
'Hark how the soldiers hollow ! Hey, hey / 
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Brave Diocles is dead. 
And all his soldiers fled ; 
The battle's won, and lost. 
That many a life hath cost. 

The Mad Lover. 

TO CMSAR AND CLEOPATRA ON 
THE NILE 

ISIS 

Isxs, the Goddess of this land. 
Bids thee, great Caesar, understand 
And mark our customs : and first know. 
With greedy eyes these watch the glow 
Of plenteous Nilus ; when he comes, 
With songs, with dances, timbrels, drums. 
They entertain him ; cut his way. 
And give his proud heads leave to play ; 
Nilus himself shall rise, and shew 
His matchless wealth in overflow. 

LABOURSRS 

Come, let us help the reverend Nile; 
He's very old ; alas, the while I 
Let us dig him easy ways. 
And prepare a thousand plays : 
To delight his streams, let's sing 
A loud welcome to our spring ; 
This way let his curling heads 
Fall into our new-made beds ; 
This way let his wanton spawns 
Frisk, and gUde it o'er the lawns. 
This way profit comes, and gain : 
How he tumbles here amain I 
How his waters haste to fall 
Into our channels ! Labour, all, 
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And let him in ; let Nilus flow. 
And perpetual plenty shew, 
^^th incense let us bless the brim, 
And, as the wanton fishes swim, 
Let us gums and garlands fling. 
And loud our timbrels ring. 

Come, old Father, come away ! 

Our labour is our holiday. 

BNTER NILU8 
ISIS 

Here eomes the agM River now. 
With garlands of great pearl his brow 
Begirt and rounded. In his flow 
All things take life, and all things grow 
A thousand wealthy treasures still. 
To do him service at his will. 
Follow his rising flood, and pour 
Perpetual blessings on our store. 
Hear him ; and next there will advance 
His sacred heads to tread a dance. 
In honour of my royal guest : 
Mark them too ; and you have a feast 

NILUS 

Make room for my rich waters' fall. 

And bless my flood ; 
Nilus comes flowing to you all 

Encrease and good. 
Now the plants and flowers shall spring. 
And the merry ploughman sing : 
In my hidden waves I bring 
Bread, and wine, and everything. 
Let the damsels sing me in. 
Sing aloud, that I may rise : 
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Your holy feasts and hours begin, 
And each hand bring a sacrifice. 
Now my wanton pearls I shew. 
That to ladies' fair necks grow ; 

Now my gold, 
And treasures that can ne'er be told. 
Shall bless this land, by my rich flow ; 
And after this, to crown your eyes. 
My hidden holy heads arise. 

The False One. 



SONG IN THE WOOD 

This way, this way come, and hear. 
You that hold these pleasures dear ; 
Fill your ears with our sweet sound. 
Whilst we melt the frozen ground. 
This way come ; make haste, oh, fair I 
Let your clear eyes gild the air ; 
Come, and bless us with your sight ; 
This way, this way, seek delight ! 

The Little French Lawyer, 



NOW THE LUSTY SPRING IS SEEN 

Now the lusty Spring is seen ; 
Golden yellow, gaudy blue. 
Daintily invite the view. 
. Everywhere on every green, 
Roses blushing as they blow. 
And enticing men to pull, 
LiUes whiter than the snow. 
Woodbines of sweet honey full : 
All love's emblems, and all cry, 
* Ladies, if not plucked, we die.* 
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Yet the lusty Spring hath stayed, 

Blushing red and purest white 

Daintily to love invite 
Every woman, every maid. 
Cherries kissing as they grow. 

And inviting men to taste. 
Apples even ripe below, 

Winding gently to the waist : 
All love's emblems, and all cry, 
' Ladies, if not plucked, we die.' 

The Tragedy of Valentiniatt, 

CARE-CHARMING SLEEP 

Care-charming Sleep, thou easer of all woes. 
Brother to Death, sweetly thyself dispose 
On this afflicted prince : fall like a cloud. 
In gentle showers : give nothing that is loud 
Or painful to his slumbers ; easy, sweet. 
And as a purling stream, thou Son of Night, 
Pass by his troubled senses ; sing his pain. 
Like hollow murmuring wind or silver rain. 
Into this prince gently, O gently slide 
And kiss him into slumber like a bride. 

The Tragedy of Valentinian, 

HEAR WHAT LOVE CAN DO 

Hear, ye ladies that despise, 

What the mighty Love has done ; 
Fear examples, and be wise : 

Fair Calisto was a nun ; 
Leda, sailing on the stream 

To deceive the hopes of man. 
Love accounting but a dream, 

Doated on a silver swan ; 
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DanaS, in a brazen tower. 

Where no love was, loved a shower* 

Hear ye ladies that are coy. 

What the mighty Love can do ; 
Fear the fierceness oi the boy : 

The chaste Moon he makes to woo ; 
Vesta, kindling holy fires. 

Circled round about with spies. 
Never dreaming loose desires. 

Doting at the altar dies ; 
Ilion, in a short hour, higher 
He can build, and once more fire. 

The Tragedy of Valentinian, 

GOD LYiEUS 

God Lyaeus, ever young. 
Ever honoured, ever sung. 
Stained with blood of lusty grapes. 
In a thousand lusty shapes, 
Dance upon the mazer's brim. 
In the crimson liquor swim ; 
From thy plenteous hand divine 
Let a river run with wine. 

God of Youth, let this day here 

Enter neither care nor fear 1 

The Tragedy of ValetUtnian, 

TURN. TURN THY BEAUTEOUS 
FACE AWAY 

Turn, turn thy beauteous face away. 
How pale and sickly looks the day, 
in emulation of thy brighter beams I 
O envious night, fly, fly, begone. 
Come night, and piece two breasts in one ; 
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When what love does we will repeat in dreams. 
Yet by eyes open, who can day hence fright ? 
Let but their lids fall and it will be night. 

Love's Cure* 



FAIR, PLUMP AND RED 

Fair, plump and red, 
A forehead high, an eye revives the dead, 
A lip Uke ripest fruit inviting still ; 
But O, the rushy well below the hill 
Take heed of that, for tho' it never fail 
Take heed, I say, for thereby hangs a tale. 

The Double Marriage,* 



DRINK TO-DAY, AND DROWN 
ALL SORROW 

Drink to-day, and drown all sorrow. 
You shall perhaps not do it to-morrow. 
Best, while you have it, use your breath ; 
There is no drinking after death. 

Wine works the heart up, wakes the wit. 
There is no cure 'gainst age but it : 
It helps the head-ach, cough, and ptisick. 
And is for all diseases physic. 

Then let us swill, boys, for our health ; 
Who drinks well, loves the commonwealth. 
And he that will to bed go sober 
Falls with the leaf, still in October. 

The Bloody Brother. 

• By Fletcher. 
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TAKE. O TAKE THOSE LIPS AWAY • 

Take, O take those lips away. 
That so sweetly were forsworn, 

And those eyes, like break of day. 
Lights that do mislead the morn ! 

But my kisses bring again, 
' Seals of love, though sealed in vain. 

Hide. O hide those hills of snow. 
Which thy frozen bosom bears. 

On whose tops the pinks that grow 
Are yet of those that April wears ! 

But first set my poor heart free. 

Bound in those icy chains by thee. 

The Bloody Brother. 



TO THE BLEST EVANTHE 

Let those complain that feel Love's cruelty. 

And in sad legends write their woes ; 
With roses gently h* has corrected me. 
My war is without rage or blows : 
My mistress* eyes shine fair on my desires, 
And hope springs up inflamed with her new ares. 

No more an exile will I dwell. 

With folded arms, and sighs all day. 
Reckoning the torments of my hell, 
And flinging my sweet joys away : 
I am called home again to quiet peace ; 
My mistress smiles, and all my sorrows cease. 

* The first stanza of this song was probably written by 
Shakespeare. 
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Yet, what is living in her eye, 

Or being blessed with her sweet tongue. 
If these no other joys imply ? 
A golden gyve, a pleasing wrong : 
To be your dvm. but one poor month, I'd give 
My youth, my fortune, and then leave to live. 

A Wife for a Month. 

THE DEAD HOST 

'Tis late and cold ; stir up the fire ; 
Sit close, and draw the table nigher ; 
Be merry, and drink wine that's old, 
A hearty medicine 'gainst a cold : 
Your beds of wanton down the best. 
Where you shall tumble to your rest ; 
I could wish you wenches too. 
But I am dead, and cannot do. 
Call for the best the house may ring. 
Sack, white, and claret, let them bring, 
And drink apace, while breath you have ; 
You'll find but cold drink in the grave : 
Plover, partridge, for your dinner. 
And a capon for the sinner. 
You shall find ready when you're up, 
And your horse shall have his sup : 
Welcome, welcome, shall fly round. 
And I shall smile, though under ground. 

The Lover's Progress4 

NEPTUNE COMMANDING THE WATERS 

Down, ye angry waters all ! 
Ye loud whistling whirlwinds, fall 1 
Down, ye proud waves I ye storms, cease I 
I command ye, be at peace 1 

1 Ascribed to Fletcher. 
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Fright not with your churlish notes. 
Nor bruise the keel of bark that floats ; 
No devouring fish come nigh. 
Nor monster in my empery 
Once show his head, or terror bring ; 
But let the weary sailor sing : 
Amphitrite with white arms. 
Strike my lute, I'll sing thy charms. 

The Pilgrim. 



THE CATECHISM OF LOVE 

Tell me, dearest, what is Love ? 
'Tis a lightning from above ; 
*Tis an arrow, 'tis a fire, 
*Tis a boy they call Desire. 
'Tis a grave. 
Gapes to have 
Those poor fools that long to prove. 

Tell me more, are women true ? 
Yes, some are, and some as you. 
Some are willing, some are strange. 
Since you men first taught to change 
And till troth 
Be in both. 
All shall love, to love anew. 

Tell me more yet, can they grieve ? 
Yes, and sicken sore, but live. 
And be wise, and delay. 
When you men are as ¥nise as they. 
Then I see. 
Faith will be. 
Never till they both believe. 

The Captain, 
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COME HITHER. YOU THAT LOVE 

Come hither, you that love, and hear me sing 

Of joys still growing. 
Green, fresh, and lusty as the pride of spring, 

And ever blowing. 
Come hither, youths that blush, and dare not k low 

What is desire ; 
And old men, worse than you, that cannot blow 

One spark of fire ; 
And with the power of my enchanting song. 
Boys shall be able men, and old men young. 

Come hither, you that hope, and you that cry ; 

Leave oS. complaining ; 
Youth, strength, and beauty, that shall never die. 

Are here remaining. 
Come hither, fools, and blush you stay so long 

From being blessed ; 
And mad men, worse than you, that suffer wrong. 

Yet seek no rest ; 
And in an hour, with my enchanting song. 
You shall be ever pleased, and young maids long. 

The Captain, 



FAREWELL TO LOVE 

Away, delights I go seek some other dwelling. 

For I must die : 
Farewell, false Love 1 thy tongue is ever telling 

Lie after lie. 
For ever let me rest now from thy smarts ; 

Alas, for pity go. 

And fire their hearts 
That have been hard to thee ; mine was not so. 
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Never again deluding love shall know me. 

For I will die ; 
And all those griefs, that think to overgrow me. 

Shall be as I ; 
For ever will I sleep, while poor maids cry 

Alas, for pity stay. 

And let us die 
With thee : men cannot mock us in the clay. 

The Captain. 

WEEP NO MORE 

Weep no more, nor sigh, nor groan. 
Sorrow calls no time that's gone : 
Violets plucked, the sweetest rain 
Makes not fresh nor grow again ; 
Trim thy locks, look cheerfully ; 
Fate's hidden ends eyes cannot see : 
Joys as wingM dreams fly fast ? 
Why should sadness longer last 
Grief is but a wound to woe ; 
Gentlest Fair, mourn, mourn no mo. 

The Queen of Corinth} 

MIRTH 

'Tis mirth that fills the veins with blood. 
More than wine, or sleep, or food ; 
Let each man keep his heart at ease ; 
No man dies of that disease. 
He that would his body keep 
From diseases, must not weep ; 
But whoever laughs and sings. 
Never he his body brings 

1 Ascribed to Fletcher. 
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Into fevers, gouts, or rheums. 

Or lingeringly his lungs consumes ; 

Or meets with ach^s in his bone. 

Or catarrhs, or griping stone : 

But contented lives for aye ; 

The more he laughs, the more he may. 

The Knight of the Burning Pestle. 

DIRGE FOR THE FAITHFUL LOVER 

Come, you whose loves are dead. 

And, whiles I sing. 

Weep, and wring 
Every hand, and every head 
Bind with cypress and sad yew ; 
Ribbons black and candles blue 
For him that was of men most true. 

Come with heavy moaning. 

And on his grave 

Let him have 
Sacrifice of sighs and groaning ; 
Let him have fair flowers enow. 
White and purple, green and yellow. 
For him that was of men most true. 

The Knight of the Burning Pestle. 

LIVE WELL AND BE IDLE 

I WOULD not be a serving-man 

To carry the cloak-bag still. 
Nor would I be a falconer 

The greedy hawks to fill ; 
But I would be in a good house. 

And have a good master too ; 
But I would eat and drink of the best. 

And no work would I do. 

The Knight of the Burning Pestle. 
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JILLIAN OF BERRY 

For Jillian of Berry, she dwells on a hill. 
And she hath good beer and ale to sell. 
And of good fellows she thinks no ill. 
And thither we will go now, now, now; 

And thither we will go now. 
And when you have made a little stay. 
You need not ask what is to pay, 
But kiss your hostess, and go your way ; 

And thither we will go now, now, now. 

And thither we will go now. 

The Knight of the Burning Pestle, 



THE SONG OF MAY-DAY 

London, to thee I do present 

The merry month of May ; 
Let each true subject be content 

To hear me what I say : 
For from the top of conduit-head. 

As plainly may appear, 
I will both tell my name to you, 

And wherefore I came here. 
My name is Ralph, by due descent. 

Though not ignoble I, 
Yet far inferior to the flock 

Of gracious grocery ; 
And by the common counsel of 

My fellows in the Strand, 
With gilded staff and crossed scarf. 

The May-lord here I stand. 
Rejoice, O English hearts, rejoice I 

Rejoice, O lovers dear I 
Rejoice, O city, town, and country, 

Rejoice eke every shire ! 
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For now the fragrant flowers do spring. 

And sprout in seemly sort. 
The little birds do sit and sing, 

The lambs do make fine sport ; 
And now the birchen-tree doth bud, 

That makes the schoolboy cry ; 
The morris rings, while hobby-horse 

Doth foot it feateously ; 
The lords and ladies now abroad. 

For their disport and play, 
Do kiss sometimes upon the grass. 

And sometimes in the hay. 
Now butter with a leaf of sage 

Is good to purge the blood ; 
Fly Venus and phlebotomy. 

For they are neither good I 
Now little fish on tender stone 

Begin to cast their bellies. 
And sluggish snails, that erst were mewed. 

Do creep out of their shellies ; 
The rumbling rivers now do warm. 

For little boys to paddle ; 
The sturdy steed now goes to grass. 

And up they hang his saddle ; 
The heavy hart, the blowing buck. 

The rascal, and the pricket. 
Are now among the yeoman's pease. 

And leave the fearful thicket : 
j And be like them, O you, I say, 

' Of this same noble town. 

And lift aloft your velvet heads. 

And slipping off your gown. 
With bells on legs, and napkins dean 

Unto your shoulders tied. 
With scarfs and garters as you please. 

And *' Hey for our town I " cried, 
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March out, and shew your willing minds. 

By twenty and by twenty, 
To Hogsdon, or to Newington, 

Where ale and cakes are plenty ; 
And let it ne'er be said for shame. 

That we the youths of London 
Lay thrumming at our caps at home, 

And left our custom undone. 
Up then, I say, both young and old. 

Both man and maid a-maying. 
With drums and guns that bounce aloud. 

And merry tabor pla3dng ! 
Which to prolong. God save our king. 

And send his country peace, 
And root out treason from the land ! 

And so, my friends, I cease. 

The Knight of the Burning Pestle, 



LET THE MILL GO ROUND 

Now having leisure, and a happy wind. 
Thou mayst at pleasure cause the stones to grind ; 
Sails spread, and grist have ready to be ground ; 
Fy, stand not idly, but let the mill go round 1 

How long shall I pine for love ? 

How long shall I sue in vain ? 
How long like the turtle-dove. 

Shall I heavily thus complain ? 
Shall the sails of my love stand still ? 

Shall the grist of my hopes be unground ? 
O fy, O fy, O fy I 

Let the mill, let the mill go round. 

The Maid in the MiU.^ 

^ By Fletcher and Rowley. 
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THE SLEEPING BEAUTY 

O fair sweet face 1 O eyes celestial bright. 
Twin stars in heaven, that now adorn the night ! 
O fruitful lips, where cherries ever grow. 
And damask cheeks, where all sweet beauties blow! 
O thou, from head to foot divinely fair ! 
Cupid's most cunning net's made of that hair ; 
And, as he weaves himself for curious eyes, 
" O me, O me, I'm caught myself I " he cries : 
Sweet rest about thee, sweet and golden sleep. 
Soft peaceful thoughts your hourly watches keep. 
Whilst I in wonder sing this sacrifice. 
To beauty sacred, and those angel eyes I 

Women Pleased. 



WHAT WOMEN MOST DESIRE 

Tell me what is that only thing. 

For which all women long ; 
Yet having what they most desire. 

To have it does them wrong ? 

'Tis not to be chaste, nor fair, 
(Such gifts malice may impair,) 
Richly trimmed, to walk or ride. 
Or to wanton unespied ; 
To preserve an honest name. 
And so to give it up to fame ; 
These sire toys. In good or ill 
They desire to have their will : 
Yet, when they have it, they abuse it. 
For they know not how to use it. 

Women PUased. 
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SACRIFICE TO CUPID 

Comb, my children, let your feet 

In an even measure meet. 

And your cheerful voices rise, 

To present this sacrifice 

To great Cupid, in whose name, 

I, his priest, begin the same. 

Young men, take your loves and kiss : 

Thus our Cupid honoured is ; 

Kiss again, and in your kissing 

Let no promises be missing ; 

Nor let any maiden here 

Dare to turn away her ear 

Unto the whisper of her love, 

But give bracelet, ring, or glove. 

As a token to her sweeting, 

Of an after secret meeting, 

Now, boy, sing, to stick our hearts 

Fuller of great Cupid's darts. 

Cupid's Revenge, 

LOVERS, REJOICE 

Lovers, rejoice ! your pains shall be rewarded. 
The God of Love himself grieves at your crying ; 
No more shall frozen honour be regarded. 
Nor the coy faces of a maid denying. 
No more shall virgins sigh, and say, " We dare not, 
" For men are false, and what they do they care not." 
All shall be well again ; then do not grieve ; 
Men shall be true, and women shall beUeve. 

« 

Lovers, rejoice ! what you shall say henceforth. 
When you have caught your sweethearts in your arms. 
It shall be accounted oracle and worth ; 
No more faint-hearted girls shall dream of harms. 
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And cry, " They are too young " ; the God hath said. 
Fifteen shall make a mother of a maid : 
Then, wise men, pull your roses yet unblown ; 
Love hates the too-ripe fruit, that falls alone. 

Cupid's Revenge. 

CUPID, PARDON WHAT IS PAST 

Cupid, pardon what is past. 

And forgive our sins at last I - 

Then we will be coy no more, 

But thy deity adore ; 

Troths at fifteen we will plight, 

And will tread a dance each night, 

In the fields, or by the fire, 

With the youths that have desire. 

Given ear-rings we will wear. 

Bracelets of our lovers* hair. 

Which they on our arms shall twist, 

With their names carved, on our wrist ; 

All the money that we owe ^ 

We in tokens will bestow ; 

And learn to write that, when 'tis sent. 

Only our loves know what is meant. 

O then pardon what is past. 

And forgive our sins at last I 

Cupid's Revenge. 

A BRIDAL SONG 

Roses, their sharp spines being gone. 
Not royal in their smells alone. 

But in their hue ; 
Maiden-pinks, of odour faint, 
Daisies smell-less, yet most quaint. 
And sweet thyme true ; 
I Own. 
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Primrose, first-bom child of Ver, 
Merry spring-time's harbinger. 

With her bells dim ; 
Oxlips in their cradles growing, 
Marigolds on death-beds blowing. 

Lark-heels trim. 

All, dear Nature's children sweet, 
Lie *fore bride and bridegroom's feet. 

Blessing their sense I 
Not an angel of the air, 
Bird melodious, or bird fair. 

Be absent hence 1 

The crow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor 
The boding raven, nor chough hoar. 

Nor chattering pie. 
May on our bride-house perch or sing. 
Or with them any discord bring. 

But from it fly I 

The Two Noble Kinsmen, 

THE DIRGE OF THE THREE KINGS 

Urns and odours bring away I 
Vapours, sighs, darken the day I 
Our dole more deadly looks than dying ; 

Balms, and gums and heavy cheers. 
Sacred vials filled with tears, 
And clamours through the wild air flying I 

Come, all sad and solemn shows. 
That are quick-eyed Pleasure's ioes ! 
We convent nought else but woes. 

The Two Noble Kinsmen. 
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THE JAILOR'S DAUGHTER 

For I'll cut my green coat, a foot above my knee ; 
And I'll dip my yellow locks, an inch below mine 
eve. 

Hey, nonny, nonny, nonny« 
He's buy me a white cut, forth for to ride. 
And I'll go seek him through the world that is so 
wide: 

Hey, nonny, noxmy, nonny. 

The Two Noble Kinsmen, 

INVOCATION TO SLEEP 

Comb, Sleep, and, with thy sweet deceiving. 

Lock me in delight awhile ; 

Let some pleasing dreams beguile 

All my fancies ; that from thence 

I may feel an influence, 
All my powers of care bereaving. 
Though but a shadow, but a slidmg. 

Let me know some little joy. 

We that suffer long annoy 

Are contented with a thought. 

Through an idle fancy wrought : 
O let my joys have some abiding 1 

The Woman-Hater. 

LOVE, SHOOT MORE 

Thou deity, swift-wingid Love, 
Sometimes below, sometimes above. 
Little in shape, but great in power ; 
Thou that makest a heart thy tower. 
And thy loop-holes ladies' eyes. 
From whence thou strikest the fond and wise ; 
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Did all the shafts in thy fair quiver 
Stick fast in my ambitious liver. 
Yet thy power would I adore. 
And call upon thee to shoot more, 
Shoot more, shoot more. 

The Nice Valour } 



LOVE, SHOOT NO MAID AGAIN 

O turn thy bow. 

Thy power we feel and know ; 

Fair Cupid, turn away thy bow ; 

They be those golden arrows. 

Bring ladies all their sorrows ; 

And 'till there be more truth in men. 

Never shoot at maid again. 

The Nice Valour. 

HENCE. ALL YOU VAIN DELIGHTS 

Hencb, all you vain delights. 
As short as are the nights 

Wherein you spend your folly I 
There's nought in this life sweet. 
If man were wise to see't. 
But only Melancholy, 
O sweetest Melancholy* 
Welcome, folded arms, and fixM eyes, 
A sight that piercing mortifies, 
A look that's fastened to the ground. 
A tongue chained up without a sound. 
Fountain heads, and pathless groves. 
Places which pale passion loves, 

1 By Fletcher. 
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Moonlight walks, when all the fowls 
Are warmly housed, save bats and owls 1 
A midnight bell, a parting groan. 
These are the sounds we feed upon ; 
Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley. 
Nothing's so dainty sweet as lovely Melancholy. 

The Nice Valour. 

THE PASSIONATE LORD 

A CURSB Upon thee, for a slave 1 

Art thou here, and heardst me rave ? 

Fly not sparkles from mine eye. 

To shew my indignation nigh ? 

Am I not all foam and fire. 

With voice as hoarse as a town-crier ? 

How my back opes and shuts together 

With furv, as old men's with weather ! 

Couldst thou not hear my teeth gnash hither ? 

Death, hell, fiends, and darkness 1 

I will thrash thy mangy carcase ; 

There cannot be too many tortures 

Spent upon those lousy quarters. 

Thou nasty, scurvy, mongrel toad, 

Mischief on thee ! 

Light upon thee 
All the ply[ues that can confound thee. 
Or did ever reign abroad ! 
Better a thousand lives it cost. 
Than have brave anger spilt or lost. 

The Nice Valour, 

LAUGHING SONG 

O how my lungs do tickle I ha, ha, ha 1 
O how my lungs do tickle 1 ho, ho, ho, ho S 
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Set a sharp jest 
Against my breast, 
Then how my lungs do tickle I 
As nightingales, 
And things in cambric rails. 
Sing best against a prickle. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha I 
Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho I 
Laugh ! Laugh 1 Laugh I Laugh 1 
Wide ! Loud 1 And vary ! 
A smile is for a simpering novice, 
One that ne'er tasted caviare. 
Nor knows the smack of dear anchovies. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha 1 
Ho, ho, ho, ho, ho ! 
A giggling waiting wench for me. 
That shows her teeth how white they be ! 
A thing not fit for gravity. 
For theirs are foul and hardly three. 
Ha, ha, ha 1 
Ho, ho, ho ! 
Democritus, thou ancient fleerer, i 

How I miss thy laugh, and ha' since I 
There thou named the famousest jeerer. 
That e'er jeered in Rome or Athens. 
Ha, ha, ha 1 
Ho, ho, ho 1 
How brave lives he that keeps a fool. 

Although the rate be deeper ! 
But he that is his own fool. Sir, 

Does live a great deal cheaper. 
Sure I shall burst, burst, quite break, 

Thou art so witty. 
'Tis rare to break at court. 

For that belongs to the city. 
Ha I ha ! my spleen is almost worn 

128 



1 



To the l&st laughter. 
O keep a. comer ior a Mend ; 
A iest may come hereafter, 

Tht Nict Valour. 

THE DANCE 
Shake oS your heavy trance. 
And leap into a dance. 
Such as no mortals use to tread. 

Fit only for Apollo 
To play to, for the moon to lead. 
And aU t)ie stars to foUow 1 

The Masqm of the Inner Templ»J 
I ByB 



THOMAS MIDDLETON 
Circa 1570-1627 
WHAT LOVE IS LIKE 
IjOVG is like a lamb, and Love is like a lion ; 
Fly from Love, be fights ; fight, then does he Ay on ; 
Love is all on fire, and yet is ever freezing ; 
Love is much in winning, yet is more in leesing ;* 
Love is ever sick, and yet is never dying ; 
Love ia ever true, and yet is ever lying ; 
Love does doat in liking, and is mad in loathing ; 
Love indeed is anything, yet indeed is nothing. 

Blurl, Master Constable. 



PITY. PITY, PITY 
PiTV, pity, pily I 
Pity, pity, pity ! 
That word begins that ends a trae-love ditty. 
Your blessed eyes, like a pair of suns. 

Shine in the sphere of smiling ; 
Your pretty lips, like a pair of dova. 
Are kisses still compiling. 



Mercy hangs upon your brow like a precious jewel : 

O let not then. 
Most lovely maid, best to be loved of men, 
Aiarble lie upon your heart, that will make yon cruel I 
Pity, pity, pity ! 
Pity, pity, pity ! 
That word begins that ends a true-love ditty. 

Blurt, Master Constable, 

CHERRY LIP AND WANTON EYE 

LovB for such a cherry lip 

Would be glad to pawn his arrows ; 
Venus here to take a sip 

Would sell her doves and team of sparrows^ 
But they shall not so ; 

Hey nonny, nonny no ! 
None but I this life must owe ; 
Hey nonny, nonny no I 

Did Jove see this wanton eye, 

Ganymede must wait no longer ; 
Phcebe here one night did lie. 

Would change her face and look much younger. 
But they shall not so ; 

Hey nonny, nonny no 1 
None but I this life must owe ; 
Hey nonny, nonny no 1 

Blurt, Master Constable, 

O FOR A BOWL OF FAT CANARY 

O FOR a bowl of fat canary, 
Rich Aristippus, sparkling sherry 1 
Some nectar else from Juno's dairy ; 
O these draughts would make us merry I 
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O for a wench 1 I deal in faces. 
And in other daintier things ; 
Tickled am I with her embraces f 
Fine dancing in such fairy rings 1 

O for a plump, fat leg of mutton, 
Veal, lamb, capon, pig, and coney 1 
None is happy but a glutton. 
None an ass, but who wants money. 

Wines, indeed, and girls are good ; 
But brave victuals feast the blood ; 
For wenches, wine, and lusty cheer, 
Jove would come down to surfeit here. 

A Mad World, my Masters}- 

THE THREE STATES OF WOMAN 

In a maiden-time professed. 
Then we say that life is blessed ; 
Tasting once the married life. 
Then we only praise the wife ; 
There's but one state more to try. 
Which makes women laugh or cry — 
Widow, widow : of these three 
The middle's best, and that give me. 

The Witch. 
HECATE AND THE WITCHES 

VOICES ABOVE. 

Comb away, come away, 
Hecate, Hecate, come away 1 

^ The authorship of the song is doubtful. It also appears 
in Lyly's ** Alexander and Campaspe." 
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HBCATB. 

I come, I come, I come, I come. 

With all the speed I may. 

With all the speed I may. 
Where's Stadlin ? 

VOICB ABOVB. 

Here. 

HBCATB. 

Where's Puckle ? 

VOICB ABOVB. 

Here ; 
And Hoppo too, and Hellwain too ; 
We lack but you, we lack but you ; 
Come away, make up the count. 

HBCATB. 

I will but 'noint, and then I mount. 

[A spirit like a cat descends. 

VOICB ABOVB. 

There's one come down to fetch his dues, 
A kiss, a coll, a sip of blood ; 
And why thou stayest so long 

I muse, I muse. 
Since the air's so sweet and good. 

HBCATB. 

O art thou come ? 

What news, what news ? 
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SPIRIT. 

All goes still to our delight : 
Either come, or else 
Refuse, refuse. 

HECATB. 

Now I'm furnished for the flight. 

Now I go, now I fly, 

Malkin, my sweet spirit, and I. 

O what a dainty pleasure 'tis 

To ride in the air 

When the moon shines fair. 

And sing and dance, and toy and kiss f 

Over woods, high rocks, and mountains. 

Over seas, our mistress' fountains. 

Over steeples, towers, and turrets. 

We fly by night, 'mongst troops of spirits 

No ring of bells to our ears sounds. 

No howls of wolves, no yelps of hounds ; 

No, not the noise of water's breach. 

Or cannon's throat our height can reach. 

The Witch. 

BLACK SPIRITS AND WHITE 

Black spirits and white, red spirits and gray. 
Mingle, mingle, mingle, you that mingle may I 

Titty, Tiffin, 

Keep it stifE in ; 

Firedrake, Pucky, 

Make it lucky ; 

Liard, Robin, 

You must bob in. 
Round, around, around, about, about ! 
All ill come running in, all good keep out I 
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Here's the blood of a bat. 

Put in that, O put in that ! 

Here's libbard's bane. 

Put in again 1 

The juice of toad, the oil of adder ; 

Those will make the younker madder. 

Put in — there's all — and rid the stench. 

Nay, here's three ounces of the red-haired wench. 

Round, around, around, about, about 1 

The Witch. 

SONG OF THE GIPSIES 

Comb, my dainty doxies. 
My dells, ^ my dells most dear ; 
We have neither house nor land. 
Yet never want good cheer. 
We never want good cheer^ 

We take no care for candle rents, 
We lie, we snort, we sport in tents, 
Then rouse betimes and steal our dinners. 

Our store is never taken 

Without pigs, hens, or bacon. 
And that's good meat for sinners : 

At wakes and fairs we cozen 

Poor country folk by dozen ; 
If one have money, he disburses ; 
Whilst some tell fortunes, some pick purses ; 

Rather than be out of use, 

We'll steal garters, hose, or shoes. 
Boots, or spurs with gingling rowels, 
Shirts or napkins, smocks or lowels. 

Come live with us, come Uve with us. 

All you that love your eases ; 

^ A cant term for a maiden. 



He that's a gipsy 

May be drunk or tipsy 
At any hour he pleases. 
We laugh, we quafi, we roar, we scuffle ; 
We cheat, we drab, we filch, we shuffle. 

More Dissemblers Besides Wotnen<* 



WEEP, EYES! BREAK, HEART 

Wbep, eyes 1 break, heart 1 

My love and I must part. 

Cruel fates true ove do soonest sever ; 

O I shall see thee never, never, never 1 

O happy is the maid whose life takes end 
Ere it knows parent's frown or loss of friend I 
Weep, eyes 1 break, heart I 
My lov^e and I must part. 

A Chaste Maid in Ckeapsids^ 



THE THIEVES' SONG 

How round the world goes, and every thing that's 

initl 
The tides of gold and silver ebb and flow in a 

minute : 
From the usurer to his sons, there a current swiftly 

runs ; 
From the sons to queans in chief, from the gallant 

to the thief ; 

From the thief unto his host, from the host to hus 
bandmen ; 
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From the country to the court ; and so it comes 

How round the world goes, and every thing that's 

in it J 
The tides of gold and silver ebb and flow in a 
minute. 

The Widow.^ 
> By MiddletoD, Fletcher, and Jonson. 



THOMAS MIDDLETON AND 

WILLIAM ROWLEY 

Circa 1570-1627. Circa 1585-1642 

TRIP IT, GIPSIES 

Trip it, gipsies, trip it tine. 

Show tricks and lofty capeis ; 
At threading-needles ' we repine, 

And leaping over rapiers 1 
Piady pandy rascal 103^ 1 

We 3Com cutting purses ; 
Though we live by making noise, 
For cheating none can curse us. 



Over high ways, over low, 

And over stones and gravel. 
Though we trip it on the toe, 

And thus for silver travel ; 
Though our dances waste our backs. 

At night fat capons mend them. 
Eggs welt brewed in buttered sack. 

Our wenches say befriend them. 



O that all the world were mad ! 

Theu should we have fine dancing : 
Hobby-horses would be had. 

And brave girls keep a-prancing ; 
Beggars would on cock-horse ride. 

And boobies fall a-roaring ; 
And cuckolds, though no horns be spied, 

Be one another goring. 

Welcome, poet, to our ging I * 

Make rhymes, we'll give thee reason, 
Canary bees thy brains shall sting, 

Mull-sack did ne'er speak treason ; 
Peter-see-me ' shall wash thy nowl. 

And Malaga glasses fox thee ; 
If, poet, thou toss not bowl for bowl. 

Thou shalt not kiss a doxy. 

The Spanish Gipsy. 

THE GIPSY ROUT 

Comb, follow your leader, follow, 
Our convoy be Mars and ApoUo ; 
The van comes brave up here. 
As hotly comes the rear. 

Our knackers are the fifes and drums, 

Sa, sa, the gipsies' army comes 1 

Horsemen we need not fear. 
There's none but footmen here ; 
The horse sure charge without ; 
Or if they wheel about. 

Our knackers are the shot that fly. 

Pit-a-pat rattling in the sky. 

^ Company. * A wine. 
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If once the .great ordnance play, 

That's laughing, yet run not away. 

But stand the push of pike. 

Scorn can but basely strike ; 

Then let our armies join and sing. 
And pit-a-pat make our knackers ring. 

Arm, arm I what bands are those ? 

They cannot be sure our foes ; 

We'll not draw up our force. 

Nor muster any horse ; 

For since they pleased to view our sight. 
Let's this way, this way, give delight. 

A council of war let's call. 

Look either to stand or fall ; 

If our weak army stands. 

Thank all these noble hands ; 

Whose gates of love being open thrown. 
We enter, and then the town's our own. 

The Spanish Gipsy^ 

THE GIPSY'S OATH 

Thy best hand lay on this turf of grass. 
There thy heart lies, vow not to pass 
From us two years for sun nor snow. 
For hill nor dale, howe'er winds blow ; 
Vow the hard earth to be thy bed. 
With her green cushions under thy head ; 
Flower-banks or moss to be thy board, 
Water thy wine — and drink like a lord. 

Kings can have but coronations ; 

We are as proud of gipsy fashions ; 

Dance, sing, and in a well-mixed border. 

Close this new brother of our order. 
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What we get with us come share. 
You to get must vow to care ; 
Nor strike gipsy, nor stand by 
When strangers strike, but fight or die ; 
Our gipsy-wenches are not common. 
You must not kiss a fellow's leman ; 
Nor to your own, for one you must. 
In songs send errands of base lust. 

Dance, sing, and in a well-mixed border 
Close this new brother of our order. 



Set foot to foot ; those garlands hold, 

Now mark well what more is told ; 

By cross arms, the lover's sign. 

Vow as these flowers themselves entwine, 

Of April's wealth building a throne 

Round, so your love to one or none ; 

By those touches of your feet. 

You must each night embracing meet. 

Chaste, howe'er disjoined by day ; 

You the sun with her must play. 

She to you the marigold. 

To none but you her leaves unfold ; 

Wake she or sleep, your eyes so charm. 

Want, woe, nor weather do her harm. 

This is your market now of kisses. 

Buy and sell free each other blisses. 

Holidays, high da3rs, gipsy-fairs. 

When kisses are fairings, and hearts meet Id 
pairs. 

The Spanish Gipsy* 
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THOMAS DEKKER 

Circa 1570-1641 
VIRTUE AND VICE 
Virtue's branches wither. Virtue pines, 
O pity, pity, and alack the time 1 
Vice doth flourish, Vice in glory shines. 
Her gilded boughs above the cedar climb. 

Vice bath golden cheeks, O pity, pity 1 
She in every land doth monarchise : 
Virtue is exiled from every city, 
Virtue is a fool. Vice only wise. 

O pity, pity I Virtue weeping dies ! 
Vice laughs to see her faint, alack the time I 
This sinks ; with painted wings the other flies ; 
Alack, that best should fall, and bad should climb. 

O pity, pity, pity I Moum, not sing ; 
Vice is a saint. Virtue an nnderling ; 
Vice doth flourish. Vice in glory shines. 
Virtue's branches wither, Virtue pines. 

Old ForUtnatus. 



THE SUMMER'S QUEEN 

O THE month of May, the merry month of May, 
So frolic, so gay, and so green, so green, so green t 
O, and then did I unto my true love say. 
Sweet Peg, thou shalt be my Summer's Queen^ 

Now the nightingale, the pretty nightingale. 
The sweetest singer in all the forest's quire. 
Entreats thee, sweet Peggy, to hear thy true love's 

tale; 
r.o, yonder she sitteth, her breast against a biier. 

But O, I spy the cuckoo, the cuckoo, the cuckoo ; 
See where she sitteth ; come away, my joy : 
Come away, I prithee, I do not like the cuckoo 
Should sing where my Peggy and I kiss and toy. 

O, the month of May, the merry month of May, 
So frolick, so gay, and so green, so green, so green I 
And then did I unto my true love say. 
Sweet Peg, thou shalt be my Summer's Queen. 

The Shoemaker's Holiday} 

SAINT HUGH 

Cold's the wind, and wet's the rain, 
Saint Hugh be our good speed 1 

111 is the weather that bringeth no gain. 
Nor helps good hearts in need. 

Troll the bowl, the jolly nut-brown bowl. 

And here kind mate to thee I 
Let's sing a dirge for Saint Hugh's soul. 

And down it merrily. 

1 By Dekker and R. Wilson. 
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Down-a-down, hey, down-a-down. 
Hey derry derry down-a-down. 

Ho I well done, to me let come. 
Ring compass, gentle joy 1 

Troll the bowl, the jolly nut-brown bowl. 

And here kind mate to thee I 
Let's sing a dirge for Saint Hugh's soul. 

And down it merrily. 

Cold's the wind, and wet's the rain, 
Saint Hugh be our good speed 1 

111 is the weather that bringeth no gain. 
Nor helps good hearts in need. 

The Shownakef^s Holiday. 



GOLDEN SLUMBERS KISS YOUR EYES 

GoLDBN slumbers kiss your eyes. 
Smiles awake you when you rise. 
Sleep, pretty wantons ; do not cry. 
And I will sing a lullaby : 
Rock them, rock them, lullaby. 



Care is heavy, therefore sleep you ; 
You are care, and care must keep you. 
Sleep, pretty wantons ; do not cry, 
And I will sing a lullaby : 
Rock them, rock them, lullaby. 

PatietU GrisseU. 
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SWEET CONTENT 

Art thou poor, yet hast thou golden slumbers ? 

O sweet Content ! 
Art thou rich, yet is thy mind perplexed ? 

O Punishment ! 
Dost thou laugh to see how fools are vexed 
To add to golden numbers, golden numbers ? 

O sweet Content 1 O sweet, O sweet Content i 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace ; 
Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 
Then hey nonny, nonny, hey nonny, nonny 1 

Canst drink the waters of the crispM spring ? 
O sweet Content 1 
Swimm'st thou in wealth, yet sink'st in thine 

O Punishment 1 [own tears ? 

Then he that patiently want's burden bears. 
No burden bears, but is a king, a king I 

O sweet Content i O sweet, O sweet Content I 
Work apace, apace, apace, apace ; 
Honest labour bears a lovely face ; 
Then hey nonny, nonny, hey nonny, nonny I 

Patient GrisseU. 



BEAUTY, ARISE 

Bbauty, arise, shew forth thy glorious shining ; 
Thine eyes feed Love, for them he standeth pining ; 
Honour and Youth attend to do their duty 
To thee, their only sovereign beauty. 
Beauty, arise, whilst we, thy servants, sing, 
lo to Hymen, wedlock's jocund king. 

lo to Hymen, lo, lo, sing, 

Of wedlock, love, and youth, is Hymen king^ 
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Beanty, arise, thy glorious lights display. 
Whilst we sing lo, glad to see this day. 

lo, lo, to Hymen, lo, lo, sing, 

Of wedlock, love, and youth, is Hymen king. 

Patient Grisssli. 



FANCIES ARE BUT STREAMS 

Fancies are but streams 

Of vain pleasure ,* 
They, who by their dreams 
True jo3rs measure. 
Feasting starve, laughing weep. 
Playing smart ; whilst in sleep 
Fools, with shadows smiling, 
Wake and find 
Hopes like wind. 
Idle hopes, beguiling. 
Thoughts fly away ; Time hath passed them : 
Wake now, awake ! see and taste them I 

The Sun's Darling.^ 

LIVE WITH ME STILL 

LiVB with me still, and all the measures 
Played to by the spheres I'll teach thee ; 

Let's but thus dally all the pleasures 

The Moon beholds her man shall reach thee. 

Dwell in mine arms, aloft we'll hover. 

And see fields of armies fighting : 
O part not from me I I'll discover 

There all, but books of Fancy's writing. 

1 By Dekker and Ford. 
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Be but my darling, age to free thee 
From her curse, shall fall a-dying ; 

Call me thy empress ; Time to sea thee 
Shall forget his art of ^ying. 

The Sun's Darling, 



HERE LIES THE BLITHE SPRING 

Herb lies the blithe Spring, 

Who first taught birds to sing ; 
Yet in April herself fell a-crying : 

Then May growing hot, 

A sweating sickness she got. 
And the first of June lay a-dying. 

Yet no month can say. 

But her merry daughter May 
Stuck her coffins with flowers great plenty : 

The cuckoo sung in verse 

An epitaph o'er her hearse. 
But assure you the Unes were not dainty. 

Th0 Sun's Darling, 



SUMMER SPORTS 

Haymakers, rakers, reapers, and mowers, 

Wait on your Summer-queen ; 
Dress up with musk-rose her eglantine bowers. 
Daffodils strew the green ; 

Sing, dance, and play, 
'Tis hoUday ; 
The Sun does bravely shine 
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On oar ears of com. 

Rich as a pearl 

Comes every girl, 
This is mine, this is mine, this is mine t 
Let us die, ere away they be borne. 

Bow to the Sun, to our queen, and that fair one 

Come to behold our sports : 
Each bonny lass here is counted a rare one. 
As those in a prince's courts. 
These and we 
With country glee. 
Will teach the woods to resound. 
And the hills with echoes hollow : 
Skipping lambs 
Their bleating dams, 
'Mongst kids shall trip it round ; 
For joy thus our wenches we follow. 

Wind, jolly huntsmen, your neat bugles shrilly. 

Hounds, make a lusty cry ; 
Spring up, you falconers, the partridges freely. 
Then let your brave hawks fly* 
Horses amain. 
Over ridge, over plain. 
The dogs have the stag in chase : 
'Tis a sport to content a king. 

So ho ho ! through the skies 
How the proud bird flies, 
And sousing kills with a grace 1 
Now the deer falls ; hark ; how they ring ) 

The Sun*s Darlings 
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CAST AWAY CARE 

Cast awajr care ; he that loves soiri 
Lengtbeos not a day, nor can bny ti 
Money is trash ; and lie that will spend il, 
I.et tiim drink merrily. Fortune will send iL 
Meirily, merrily, memly, O ho 1 
Flay it oS stiffly, we may sot part so. 

Wine is a charm, it beats the blood too, 
Cowards it will arm, if the wine be good too j 
Quickens the wit, and makes the back able. 
Scorns to submit to the watch or constable. 
Merrily, merrily, merrily, O ho 1 
Play it ofi stiffly, we may not part so. 

Pots fly about, give us more liquor. 

Brothers of a, rout, our brains will flow quicker ; 

Empty the cask ; score up, we care not ; 

Fill all the pots again ; drink on. and spare not. 
Merrily, merrily, merrily, O ho I 
Play it ofi stiffly, we may not part so. 

Tht Sun's Darling. 



JOHN WEBSTER 
Circa 1380-1625 

A DIRGE 
Call for the robin-rcdbieast and the men, 
Since o'er shady groves they hovet, 
And with leaves and flowers do cover 
The friendless bodies of unbniied men. 
Call unto hia funeral dole 
The ant, the field-monse, and the mole. 
To real him hillocks that shall keep him warm. 
And (when gay tombs are robbed) sustain no harm ; 
But keep the wolf far thence, that's foe to men. 
For with his nails he'll dig them up again. 

The WhiU Devil. 



THE MADMAN'S SONG 
O LBT US howl some heavy note, 

Some deadly doggM hofri. 
Sounding as from the threatening throat 

Of beasts and fatal fowl I 
As ravens, screech-owls, bnlls and bears. 
We'll bell, and bawl our parts, 
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Till irksome noise have cloyed your ear8» 

And corrosived your hearts. 
At last, when as our quire wants breath. 

Our bodies being blessed. 
We'll sing, like swans, will welcome death. 

And die in love and rest. 

The Duchess of Malfy^ 

HARK, NOW EVERYTHING IS STILL 

Hark, now everything is still. 

The screech-owl, and the whistler shrill. 

Call upon our dame aloud. 

And bid her quickly don her shroud 1 

Much you had of land and rent ; 

Your length in clay's now competent : 

A long war disturbed your mind ; 

Here your perfect peace is signed. 

Of what is't fools make such vain keeping ? 

Since their conception, their birth weeping. 

Their life a general mist of error. 

Their death, a hideous storm of terror. 

Strew your hair with powders sweet, 

Don clean linen, bathe your feet. 

And (the foul fiend more to check) 

A crucifix let bless your neck : 

'Tis now full tide 'tween night and day ; 

End your groan, and come away. 

The Duchess of MtUfy, 

TRANSITORY THINGS 

All the flowers of the spring 
Meet to perfume our burying ; 
These have but their growing prime, 
And man does flourish but his time : 
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Survey onr progress from our birth ; 
We are set. we grow, we turn to earth. 
Courts adieu, and all delights, 
All bewitching appetites 1 
Sweetest breath and clearest eye. 
Like perfumes, go out and die ; 
And consequently this is done 
As shadows wait upon the sun. 
Vain ttie ambition of kings 
Who seek by trophies and dead things 
To leave a living name behind, 
And weave but nets to catch the wind. 
The Devil's Law-cai 



JOHN WEBSTER {circa 1580-1625) AND 
WILLIAM ROWLEY {died circa 1633) 

THE PURSUIT OF LOVE 
Art thou gone in haste ? 

I'U not forsake thee ; 
Runnest thou ne'er so fast, 

I'll overtake thee : 
O'er the dales, o'er the downs, 

Through the green meadows. 
From the fields through the towns. 

To the dim shadows. 



AH along the plain, 

To the low fountains. 
Up and down again 

From the high moontains ; 
Echo then shall again 

Tell her I foUow, 
And the floods to the woods, 

Carry my holla, boUa I 

Ce 1 la r ho 1 ho I hn 1 

The Thracian Wotidar. 
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INVOCATION TO APOLLO 
Fair Apollo, whose bright beams 
Cheer all the world below : 
The birds that sing, the plants that spring, 
The herbs and flowers that grow : 
O lend thy aid to a. swain sore oppressed, 
That his mind 
Soon may find 
The delight that sense admits I 
And by a maid let his harms be redressed. 
That no pain 
Do remain 
In his mind to o&end his wits I 

Tht Thraeian Wonder, 



SAMUEL ROWLEY 
Died 1633 

O SORROW. SORROW 
O Sorrow, Sorrow, say where dost thou dwell ? 

in tlu lowest room of Hell. 

Art thou bom of human race ? 

No, no, I have a fuHer fact. 

Alt thon in dly, town, or court ? 

/ to every place tesort. 
O why into the world is Sorrow sent } 

Men affiicled best repenii 
What dost thou ieed on f 

Broken sleep. 
What takesi thon pleasure in 7 
To weep. 

To sigh, to sob, to pine, to groan. 
To wring my hands, to sit aiotie. 
O when, O when shall Sorrow qniet have ? 
Never, never, never, never. 
Never till she finds a grave. 

The Noblt Spanish Sotiitr. 



THOMAS GOFFE 
1591-1639 
DROP GOLDEN SHOWERS, GENTLE SLEEP 
Drop golden showeia, gentle Sleep, 

And all the angels of the night. 
Which do us in protection keep. 

Make this Queen dream of delight. 
Morpheus be kind a little, and be 

Death's now true image, for 't will prove 
To this poor Queen that then thou art he ; 
Her grave is made i' th' bed of love, 

Thns with 3weet sweets can Heaven mix gaJl, 
And maiTiage turn to funeraL 

The Courageoui Turk. 



COME, SHEPHERDS. COME 
Comb, Shepherds, come, impale your brows 
With garlands of the choicest flowers 

Tlie time allows. 
Come, Nymphs, decked in your danglii^ hair. 
And onto Sylvia's sbady boweia 
With haste repair. 



Where yon shall see chaste turtles play. 
And nightingales make lasting May, 
As if old Time his youthful mind 
To one delightful season had confined. 

The Careless Shepherdess, 

m PRAISE OF PHILLIS 

I AM in love and cannot woo, 
Heigho 1 Heigho 1 what shall I do ? 
I gape and sigh and sometimes weep 
For Phillis, that my heart doth keep. 

I love her hair and forehead high. 
Then am I taken with her eye ; 
Her cheek I do commend for gay. 
But then her nose hangs in my way. 

Her lips I praise, but then steps in 
Her white and pretty dimpled chin. 
But there her neck I do behold 
Fit to be hung with chains of gold. 

Her breasts are soft as any down. 
Beneath which lies her maiden town. 
So strong and fortified within. 
In vain I hope to take it in. 

The Careless Shepherdess. 

NOW FIE ON LOVE 

Now fie on love, it ill befits. 

Or man and woman know it. 
Love was not meant for people in their wits, 

And they that fondly show it 
Betray their too much feathered brains. 
And shall have only Bedlam for their pains. 
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To love 19 to distract my steep, 

And waking to wear fettera ; 
To love is but to go to scliool to weep ; 

I'll leave it for my betters. 
If single love be such a curse. 
To many is to make it ten times worsen 

The Careless ShepHerdest . 



THOMAS HEYWOOD 

Died circa 1650 
THE NATURE OF LOVE 
Now wbaX is love I will tbee tell, 
It is the fountain and the well. 
Where pleasure and repentance dwell : 
It is perhaps the sansing bell,' 
That rings all in to heaven or hell, 
And this is love, and this is love, as I bfar tell. 



Now what is love I win you show, 
A thing that creeps and cannot go, 
A prize that passeth to and fro, 
A thing for me, a thing for mo' : 
And he that proves shall find it so, 
And this is love, and this is love, sweet Friend, I trow 
The Rape of Lucrec*. 



TAVERN SIGNS 

The gentry to the King's Head, 

The nobles to the Crown, 

The knights unto the Golden Fleece, 

And to the Plough the clown. 

The churchman to the Mitre, 

The shepherd to the Star, 

The gardener hies him to the Rose, 

To the Drum the man of war ; 

To the Feathers, ladies, you ; the Globe 

The sea-man doth not scorn : 

The usurer to the Devil, and 

The townsman to the Horn. 

The huntsman to the White Hart, 

To the Ship the merchants go. 

But you that do the muses love. 

The Sign called River Po. 

The banquerout to the World's End, 

The fool to the Fortune hie. 

Unto the Mouth the oyster wife. 

The fiddler to the Pie. 

The punk unto the Cockatrice, 

The drunkard to the Vine, 

The beggar to the Bush, then meet. 

And with Duke Humphrey dine. 

The Rape of Lucrece. 



THE DEATH BELL 

Come, list, and hark, the bell doth toll 
For some but now departing soul. 
And was not that some ominous fowl. 
The bat, the night-crow, or screech-owl ? 
To these I hear the wild wolf howl, 
In this black night that seems to scowl. 
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I All these my black-book death enroll. 
For hark, still, still, the bell doth toll 
For some but now departing soul. 

The Rape of Lucrcce. 

PACK, CLOUDS, AWAY 

Pack, clouds, away, and welcome, day 

With night we banish sorrow. 

Sweet air, blow soft ; mount, lark, aloft 

To give my love good-morrow. 

Wings from the wind, to please her mind. 

Notes from the lark I'll borrow : 

Bird, prune thy wing ; nightingale, sing 

To give my love good-morrow. 

To give my love good-morrow. 

Notes from them I'll borrow. 

Wake from thy nest, robin redbreast. 
Sing, birds, in every furrow. 
And from each bill let music shrill 
Give my fair love good-morrow. 
Black-bird and thrush in every bush. 
Stare, linnet, and cock-sparrow. 
You pretty elves, amongst yourselves 
Sing my fair love good-morrow. 
To give my love good-morrow. 
Sing, birds, in every furrow. 

The Rape of Lucrece, 

PHCEBUS, UNTO THEE WE SING 

Phoebus, unto thee we sing, 
O thou great Idalian king ; 
Thou the God of physic art. 
Of poetry and archery : 
We sing unto thee with a heart 
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Devoted to thy deity. 

All bright glory crown thy head. 

Thou sovereign of all piety. 

Whose golden beams and rays are shed 

As well upon the poor as rich. 

For thou aUke regardest each. 

Phoebus, unto thee we sing, 

O thou great Idalian king. 

Love's Mistress. 

AGINCOURT 

Agincourt, Agincourt 1 know ye not Agincourt ? 
Where the English slew and hurt 

All the French foemen ? 
With our guns and bills brown. 
Oh, the French were beat down, 

Morris-pikes and bowmen. 

King Edward 1 V» 

HARVEST SONG TO CERES 

With fair Ceres, Queen of Grain, 

The reapM fields we roam, roam, roam : 

Each country peasant, nymph, and swain. 
Sing their harvest home, home, home ; 

Whilst the Queen of Plenty hallows 

Growing fields, as well as fallows. 

Echo, double all our lays. 

Make the champaigns sound, sound, sound. 
To the Queen of Harvest's praise. 

That sows and reaps our ground, ground, ground, 
Ceres, Queen of Plenty, hallows 
Growing fields, as well as fallows. 

The Silver Age, 
162 



YE LITTLE BIRDS THAT SIT AND SING 

Ys little birds that sit and sing 

Amidst the shady valleys. 
And see how Phyllis sweetly walks 

Within her garden-alleys ; 
Go, pretty birds, about her bower ; 
Sing, pretty birds, she may not lower ; 
Ah me I methinks I see her frown. 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

« 

Go, tell her through your chirping bills, 

As you by me are bidden. 
To her is only known my love, 

Which from the world is hidden. 
Go, pretty birds, and tell her so ; 
See that your notes strain not too low. 
For still, methinks, I see her frown. 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

Go, tune your voices' harmony, 

And sing, I am her lover ; 
Strain loud and sweet, that every note 

With sweet content may move her. 
And she that hath the sweetest voice, 
TeU her I will not change my choice ; 
Yet still, methinks, I see her frown. 

Ye pretty wantons, warble. 

O, fly 1 make haste 1 see, see, she falls 

Into a pretty slumber. 
Sing round about her rosy bed. 

That waking, she may wonder. 
Say to her, 'tis her lover true 
That sendeth love to you, to you ; 
And when you hear her kind reply, 

Ketum with pleasant warblings. 

The Fair Maid of the Exchange^ 
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THE NATIONS 

The Spaniard loves his ancient slop ; 
A Lombard the Venetian ; 
And some like breechless women go. 
The Russ, Turk, Jew, and Grecian : 

The thrifty Frenchman wears small waist. 
The Dutch his belly boasteth ; 
The Englishman is for them all. 
And for each fashion coasteth. 

The Turk in linen wraps his head. 
The Persian his in lawn too. 
The Russ with sables furs his cap. 
And change will not be drawn to. 

The Spaniard's constant to his block. 
The French inconstant ever ; 
But of all felts that may be felt. 
Give me your English beaver. 

The German loves his coney-wool. 
The Irishman his shag too, 
The Welsh his Monmouth loves to wear. 
And of the same will brag too. 

Some love the rough, and some the smooth. 
Some great, and others small things ; 
But O, your liquorish Englishman, 
He loves to deal in all things. 

The Russ drinks quasse ; Dutch, Lubeck's beer. 
And that is strong and mighty ; 
The Briton he metheglen quaflEs, 
The Irish aqua-vitae. 
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The French affects the Orleans grape, 
The Spaniard sips his sherry. 
The English none of these can 'scape, 
But he with all makes merry. 

The Italian in her high chioppine,^ 
Scotch lass, and lovely Erse too, 
The Spanish donna, French madam. 
He doth not fear to go to. 

Nothing so full of hazard, dread. 
Nought lives above the centre, 
No health, no fashion, wine or wench. 
On which he dare not venture. 

A Challenge for Beauty. 



HAIL. BEAUTEOUS DIAN 

Hail, beauteous Dian, queen of shades. 
That dwell'st beneath these shadowy glades. 
Mistress of all those beauteous maids 

That are by her allowed. 
Virginity we all profess, 
Abjure the worldly vain excess, 
And will to Dian yield no less 

Than we to her have vowed. 
The shepherds, satyrs, nymphs, and fawns. 
For thee will trip it o'er the lawns. 

Come, to the forest let us go. 
And trip it Uke the barren doe ; 
The fawns and satyrs still do so. 
And freely thus they may do. 

* A clog or patten. 
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The faiiiea dance and satyrs aing, 
And on the grass tread many a ring, 
And to their caves their venison bring ; 

And we will do as they. 
The shepherds, satyrs, nymphs, and fawns. 
For thee will trip it o'er the lawna. 

One food is honey from the bees. 

And mellow fruits that drop from trees ; 

In chace we climb the high degrees 

Of every steepy mountain. 
And when the weary day is past, 
We at the evening hie us fast. 
And after this, our field repast. 

We drink the pleasant fountain. 
The shepherds, satyrs, nymphs, and fawns. 
For thee will trip it o'er the lawns. 

The Goldtn Aft. 



PHILIP MASSINGER 
1583-1640 

THE SWEETS OF BEAUTY 
Thk blushing rose, and purple flower, 

Let grow too long, aze soonest blasted ; 
Dainty fruits, though sweet, will sour. 

And rot in ripeness, left untasted. 
Yet here is one more sweet than these : 
Tlie more you taste the more she'll pieaK. 

Beauty that's eoclosed with ice. 

Is a shadow chaste as rare ; 
Then how much those sweets entice. 

That have issue full as fair I 
Earth cannot yield, from all her powers. 
One equal for dame Venus' bowers. 

The Pictun. 



DEATH, STRIKE HOME 
Why art thon slow, Ihou rest of trouble, Death, 

To stop a wretch's breath. 
That calls on thee, and ofiera her sad heart, 

A prey unto thy dart ? 



I am npr young nor fair ; be, therefore, bold : 

Sorrow hath made me old. 
Deformed, and wrinkled ; all that I can crave 

Is quiet in my grave. 
Such as live happy, hold long life a jewel 3 

But to me thou art cruel. 
If thou end not my tedious misery ; 

And I soon cease to be. 
Strike, and strike home, then ; pity unto me. 

In one short hour's delay, is tyranny. 

The Emperor of the East* 



WELCOME TO THE FOREST'S QUEEN 

"Welcome, thrice welcome to this shady green. 
Our long-wished Cynthia, the forest's queen. 
The trees begin to bud, the glad birds sing 
In winter, changed by her into the spring. 

We know no night. 

Perpetual light 

Dawns from your eye. 

You being near. 

We cannot fear, 
Though Death stood by. 



From you our swords take edge, our heart grows 

bold; 
From you in fee their lives your liegemen hold. 
These groves your kingdom, and our laws your will ; 
Smile, and we spare ; but if you frown, we kill. 
Bless then the hour 
That gives the power 
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In which you may. 
At bed and board, 
Embrace yonr lord 
Both night and da.yi 
Wdcome, thrice welcome to this shady green, 
Odi long-wished Cynthia, the forest's queen I 

Ths Guardian. 



JOHN FORD 
Fl. circa 1639 
FLY HENCE, SHADOWS 
FLy hence, shadows that do keep 
Watchful sorrows charmed in sleep. 
Though the eyes be overtaken, 
Yet the heart doth ever waken 
Thoughts, chained up in busy snares 
Of continual woes and cares ; 
Love and griefs are so expressed, 
As they rather sigh than rest. 
Fly hence, shadows, that do keep 
Watchful sorrows charmed in steep. 

The Lover's Melancholy. 



BRIDAL SONG 
Comforts lasting, love increasing. 
Like soft hours never ceasing ; 
Plenty's pleasure, peace complying. 
Without jars, or tongues envying ; 
Hearts by holy union wedded. 
More tbaji theirs by custom bedded ; 



Fruitful issues ; life so graced. 
Not by age to be defaced ; 
Budding as the year ensu'th. 
Every spring another youth : 
All what thought can add beside. 
Crown this Bridegroom and his Bride t 

The Broken Heart, 



LOVE IS EVER DYING 

O NO more, no more, too late 

Sighs are spent ; the burning tapers 
Of a Ufe as chaste as fate, 

Pure as are unwritten papers, 
Are burned out : no heat, no light 
Now remains ; 'tis ever night. 

Love is dead ; let lovers' eyes. 
Locked in endless dreams. 
The extremes of all extremes. 

Ope no more, for now Love dies. 
Now Love dies, — impljdng 
Love's martyrs must be ever, ever dyings 

The Broken HearU 



THE BROKEN HEART 

Glories, pleasures, pomps, delights and ease, 

Can but please 
The outward senses, when the miiid 
Is or untroubled, or by peace refined. 
Crowns may flourish and decay, 
Beauties shine, but fade away. 
Youth may revel, yet it must 
Lie down in a bed of dust. 
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Eaithly bonours flow aad waste. 
Time alone doth change and last, 
Scnows mingled with contents, prepare 

Rest for care : 
Love only retgQS in death ; though art 
Can find no comfort for a broken heart. 

7he Broken Heart. 




SIR JOHN SUCKLING 
1609-1643 

V/HY SO PALE AND WAN, FOND LOVER 

Why so pale and wan, fond lover ? 

Prithee, why so pale ? 
Will, when looking well can't move her. 

Looking ill prevail ? 

Prithee, why so pale ? 



Why so dull and mute, young ^nner ? 

Prithee, why so mute ? 
Will, when speaking well can't win her, 

Sa3dng nothing do't ? 

Prithee, why so mute ? 



Quit, quit, for shame ; this will not moy% 

This cannot take her ; 
If of herself she will not love. 
Nothing can make her ; 
The devil take her. 

Aghntra* 
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TRUE LOVE 

No, no, fair heretic, it needs must be 

But an ill love in me. 

And worse for thee ; 
For were it in my power 
To love thee now this hour 

More than I did the last ; 
'Twould then so fall, 

I might not love at all ; 
Love that can flow, and can admit increase. 
Admits as well an ebb, and may grow less. 



True love is still the same ; the torrid zones. 
And those more frigid ones 

It must not know : 
For love grown cold or hot 
Is lust, or friendship, not 

The thing we have. 
For that's a flame would die 
Held down, or up too high : 
Then think I love more than I can express, 
And would love more, could I but love thee less. 

Aglaura. 



A TOAST 

Shb's pretty to walk with : 

And witty to talk with : 
And pleasant too' to think on. 

But the best use of all 

Is, her health is a stale,^ 

And helps us to make us drink on. 

Br$nnoralt. 
3- A snare or decoj. 
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THE VIRTUE OF DRINKING 

Comb let the state stay. 

And drink away. 
There is no business above it : 

It warms the cold brain. 

Makes us speak in high strain ; 
He's a fool that does not approve it^ 

The Macedon youth 

Left behind him this truth. 
That nothing is done with much thinking ; 

He drunk, and he fought, 

Till he had what he sought. 
The world was his own by good drinking. 

Brennoralt. 

FILL IT UP TO THE BRINK 

Fill it up, fill it up to the brink. 
When the poets try clink. 
And the pockets chink, 
Then 'tis a merry worlds 

To the best, to the best, have at her. 
And the deuce take the woman-hater : — 
The Prince of Darkness is a gentleman, 
Mahu, Mahu, is his name. 

The Goblins, 

SO FALSE IS SHE 

Hast thou seen the down i' the air. 
When wanton blasts have tossed it ? 

Or Ihe ship on the sea. 

When ruder winds have crossed it ? 

Hast thou marked the crocodile's weeping. 
Or the fox's sleeping ? 



Or hast Hum viewed the peacock in his piide. 

Or the dove by his bride, 

When he cowts for his lechery ? 
O to fickle, O so vain, O so ialse, so false is she I 
Ti*SadOn». 



WILLIAM CARTWRIGHT 
1611-1643 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF EATING 
Then out muaic is in prime, 
When OUT teeth keep triple time ; 
Hungry notes are fit for knells. 
May lankness be 
No guest to me ; 
The bag-pipe aouiida when that it swells. 

A mooting-night brings vholesome smiles. 
When John-a-Nokes and John-a-Stiles 
Do grease the lawyer's satin. 
A reading day 
Frights French away, 
The benchers dare speak Latin. 

He that's full doth verse compose ; 
Hunger deals in sullen prose ; 
Take notice and discard her. 
The empty spit 
Ne'er cherished wit ; 
Minerva loves the larder. 
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Flist to breakfast, then to dine. 
Is to conquer Bellarmiae : 
Distinctions then are budding. 
Old SutcUS's wit 
Did never hit, 
But after bis bag-pudding. 

The Ordinary. 



PETER HAUSTED 
Ft. circa 1632 
THE TRIBUTE OF TEARS 
Have pity. Grief ; I cannot pay 
The tribute which I owe thee, tears ; 
Alas, those fountains are grown dry. 
And 'tia in vain to hope supply 
From otheis' eyea ; for each man bears 
Enough about him of his own 
To spend his stock of tears upon. 

Woo then the heavens, gentle Love, 
To melt a cloud tor my relief. 
Or woo the deep, or woo the grave ; 
Woo what thou wilt, so I may have 
Wherewith to pay my debt, for Grief 
Has vowed, unless I quickly pay. 
To take both Life and Love away. 

The Rival FrJMrfj'. 

HER PERFECTIONS 
Have you a desire to see 
The glorious Heaven's epitome i 
Or an abstract of the Spring ' 



Adonis' garden, or a thing 

Fnller of wonder. Nature's shop displayed 
Hung with the choicest pieces she has made ? 
Here behold it, open laid. 

Or else would you bless your eyes 
With a type of paradise ? 
Or behold how Poets feign 
Jove to sit amidst his train ? 
Or see, what made Actaeon rue, 
Diana 'mongst her virgin crew ? 

Lilt up your eyes and view. 

The Rival FriendS4 



WHY DO THE WINGED MINUTES FLY 

FIRST TREBLE. 

But why 

Do the winged minutes fly 

So fast away ? 
Stop your course, ye hasting hours. 
And solicit all the powers 

To let you stay. 
For the earth could ne'er show forth 
An object of a greater worth. 

SECOND TREBLE. 

But why 

Do the wingM minutes fly 
So fast away ? 

FIRST TREBLE. 

It is because that they which follow. 
Crowd on to have a sight as well as tUey ; 
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SECOND TREBLB. 

Hark how the ghosts of passM moments groan, 
'Cause they are gone : 
And rail at Fate, 
And curse the date 
Of their short lives expired so soon. 

CHORUS. 

Then stop your course, you hasty hours. 
And soUcit all the powers 
To let you stay. 
For the earth could ne'er show forth 
An object of a greater worth. 

The Rival Friends^ 



PHCEBUS, ARISE 

VENUS. 

Drowsy Phoebus, come away. 
And let out the longed-for day. 
Leave thy Thetis' silver breast. 
And ope the casements of the East. 

'Tis Venus calls ; away, away ! 

The waking mortals long for day. 

THETIS. 

And let them long, 'tis just and right 
To shut them in eternal night. 
Whose deeds deserve no day ; lie stiU, 
Arise not yet, lie still, my Sun, 
My night begins when thou art gone4 

VENUS. 

I'll woo thee with a kiss to come away. 
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THETIS. 

And I with forty for to stay^ 

VENUS. 

Ill give to thee^ the fair Adonis' spear 
So thou wilt rise : 

THETIS* 

-And I to keep thee here 
Will give a wreath of pearl as fair 
As ever Sea- nymph yet did wear : 
'Tis Thetis woos thee stay ; O stay, O stay f 

VENUSrf 

Tis Venns woos thee, rise ; O come away 1 

PHCEBUSj 

To which of these shall I mine ear incline ? 

VENUS. 

Unto the upper world repair* 

THETIS. 

no, I'll bind him in my flowing hair. 

PHOiBUS. 

But see fond mortals, how they gaz6 

On that same petty blaze. 

Thetis adieu ; I am no longer thine ; 

1 must away, for if I stay. 
My deity's quite undone. 

They will forget to adore the rising Sun. 

The Rival Friends. 
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PHINEAS FLETCHER 
1582-1650 

LOVE 

LovB is the sire, dam, nnrse, and seed 
Of aU that air, earth, waters hreed. 
All these earth, water, air, and £re. 
Though contrariea, in love conspire. 
Fond painters, Love is not a lad 
With bow, and shafts, and feathers clad, 
Aa he ia fancied in the brain 
Of some loose-loving idle awain. 
Much sooner is he felt than seen ,■ 
Substance subtle, sUgllt and thin. 
Oft leaps he from the glancing eyes ; 
Oft in some smooth mount he lies ; 
Soonest he wins, the fastest flies ; 
Oft lurks he 'twlxt the ruddy lips. 
Thence, while the heart his nectar sips, 
Down to the soul the poison slips ; 
Oft in a. voice creeps down the ear ; 
Oft hides his darts in golden hair ; 
Oft blushing cheeks do light his Sres 
Oft in a smooth soft skin retires ; 
Often in smiles, often in tears, 
His flaming heat in water bean ; 
i«3. 



When nothing els« kindles desire. 

Even Virtue's self shall blow the fire. 

Love with a thousand darts abounds,. 

Surest and deepest virtue wounds. 

Oft himself becomes a dart. 

And Love with love doth love Impart. 

Thou painful pleasure, pleasing pain. 

Thou gainful life, thou losing gain. 

Thou bitter sweet, easing disease. 

How dost thou by displeasing please ? 

How dt»t thou thus bewitch the heart. 

To love in hate, to joy in smart. 

To think itself most bound when free. 

And freest in its slavety ? 

Every creature is thy debtor ; 

None but loves, some worse, some better. 

Only in love they happy prove 

Who love what most deserves their love. 

The Sicelides. 



TOM D'URFEY 
1653-1723 
STILL WATER 
Damon, let a friend adviae ye. 
Follow Clores tbongb she flies ye. 
Though her tongue your suit is sligbting, 
Her land eyes yoa'll find inviting : 
Women's rage, like shallow water, 
IDoea but show their hurtleas nature ; 
When the stream seems rough aad frowning, 
There ii still least fear oi drowning. 



Let me tell the adventurous stranger, 
la our calmness lies our danger ; 
Like a tiver'a silent running. 
Stillness shows our depth and cunning : 
She that rails ye into trembling. 
Only shows her fine dissembling ; 
But the fawner to abuse ye, 
Thiults ye fools, and so will use ye. 

The Comicai History 0/ Don QttixoU. 



I HATE A FOP 
I KATB a fop that at his ^asa sits prinkiiig half the 

Wth a sallow, frowsy, oUve-colonrBd face. 
And a powdered penike baDging to bis waist j 
Who with o^ing im^ines to possess. 

And to stiow his ahapa 

Does cringe and scrape, 
Bnt nothing has to say : 

Or if the coortship's fine. 

He'll only cant and whine. 
And lo confounded poetry, be'U gobUns make divins. 

I love the bold and brave, 
I bate the fawning slave. 

Who quakes and crie^ 

And sighs and lies. 

Yet wants the skiU 

With sense to teU 
What 'tis he longs to have. 

The Modern ProphtU. 



WILLIAM HABINGTON 

1605-1654 

TO HIS MISTRESS 

Fins young folly, though you wera 

That fair beauty I did swear. 

Yet yon ne'er could reach my heait : 
For we courtiers learn at school. 
Only with your sex to fool ; 
You are not worth the serious part. 

Vnien t sigh and kiss yonr hand. 
Cross my arms, and wondering stand. 

Holding parley with your eye. 
Then dilate on my desires. 
Swear the sun ne'er shot such fires — 

All is but a handsome lie. 

When I eye yotu cnrl or lace, 
Gentle soul, you think your face 

Straight some murder doth commit : 
And your virtue doth begin 
To grow scrupulous of my sin. 

When I talk to shew my wit. 
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Therelore, Madam, wear no dond. 
Nor to check my love grow prood ; 

In sooth I mucti do doabt, 
Tia the powder in your bair. 
Not yoor breath perfumes the air. 

And your clothes that set you oat. 

Yet though truth has this confessed 
And I vow I love in jest. 
When I next begin to court, 



And protest 


ana 


morous flame. 




You wiU swear I 


in earnest am : 




BedlamI 


this 


is pretty sport. 








TheQuMM 


ofArofftiL. 



BARTEN HOLIDAY 

d. 1661 
IN PRAISE OF TOBACCO 
Tobacco's a Musician, 
And ia a pipe ddighteth ; 
It descends in a close, 
Througli the organs of the nose, 
With a relish that inviteth. 

This makes me sing So ho. ho ; So bo, ho, boys. 
Ho, boys, sound I loudly ; 
Earth ne'er did breed 
Such a jovial weed, 
Whereof to boast so proudly. 

Tobftcco is a Lawyer, 

His pipes do love long cases. 
When our brains it enters. 
Our feet do make indentures. 
While we seal with stamping paces. 

Tobacco's a Physician. 

Good both for sound and siddy ; 
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'Tis a hot perfume 
That exppBls cold rheum. 
And makes it flow down quickly. 

Tobacco is a Traveller, 

Come from the Indies hither ; 

It passed sea and land. 

Ere it came to my hand, 
And 'scaped the wind and weather. 

Tobacco is a Critic, 

That still old paper turneth, 
"Whose labour and care 
Is as smoke in the air 
That ascends from a rag when it bometh^ 

Tobacco's an ignis fatuus — 
A fat and flery vapour. 
That leads men about 
Till the fire be out. 
Consuming like a taper. 

Tobacco is a Whiffler, 

And cries huff snuff with fury ; 

His pipe's his club and link ; 

He's wiser that does drink ; 
Thus armed I fear not a fury. 

Texnotamia. 



190 



JAMES SHIRLEY 
1596-1666 

THE SHEPHERDS' FESTIVAL 
Woodmen, shepherds, come away. 
This is Pan's great holiday. 

Throw oS cares. 
With your heaven-aspiring aiis 

Help us to sing, 
While valleys with your echoes ring. 

Nymphs that dwell within these groves 
I.eave your arbours, bring yonr loves. 

Gather posies. 
Crown your golden hair with roses ; 

As you pass 
Foot like fairies on the grass. 

Joy crown our bowera ! Philomel, 
Leave of Tereus' rape to tell. 

Let trees dance, 
As they at Thracian lyre did onc« ; 

Mountains play. 
This is the shepherds' holiday. 

Lose Trieks. 
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Harness the steeds, it quickly wiU 
Be time to mount the eastern hill. 
The lights grow pale with modest fears. 
Lest you offend their sacred ears 
And eyes, that lent you all this grace ; 
Retire, retire, to your own place. 
And as you move from that blest pair. 
Let each heart kneel, and think a prayer. 
That all, that can make up the glory 
Of good and great, may fill their story. 

Th$ Triumph of Peact, 

HANG CARE 

I NEITHER will lend nor borrow. 
Old age will be here to-morrow ; 
This pleasure we are made for, 
When death comes all is paid for : 
No matter what's the bill of fare, 
I'll take my cup, I'll take no care. 

Be wise, and say you had warning. 
To laugh is better than learning. 
To wear no clothes, not neat is ; 
But hunger is good where meat is : 
Give me wine, give me a wench, 
And let her parrot talk in French. 

It is a match worth the making. 
To keep the merry-thought wakini? ; 
A song is better than fasting, 
And sorrow's not worth the tasting : 
Then keep your brain light as you can. 
An ounce of care will kill a man. 

SU Patrick for Ireland. 
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CUPID'S SEARCH 

Tell me tidings of my mother, 

Shepherds, and be Cupid's brother. 

Down from heaven we came together ; 

With swan's speed came she not hither ? 

But what lady have I spied ? 

Just so was my mother eyed ; 

Such her smiles wherein I dwelt ; ) 

In those lips have I been felt ; 

Those the pillows of her breast. 

Which gave Cupid so much rest ; 

'Tis she, 'tis she ! make holiday. 

Shepherds, carol, dance, and play. 

'Tis Venus, it can be no other ; 

Cupid now has fcfund his mother 1 

The Arcadia, 

THE COMMON DOOM 

Victorious men of earth, no more 

Proclaim how wide your empires are ; 
Though you bind in every shore. 

And your triumphs reach as far 
As night or day. 

Yet you, proud monarchs, must obey. 
And mingle with forgotten ashes, when 
Death calls ye to the crowd of common men. 

Devouring Famine, Plague, and War, 

Each able to undo mankind. 

Death's servile emissaries are ; 

Nor to these alone confined. 

He hath at will * 

More quaint and subtle ways to kill * 

A smile or kiss, as he will use the art, I 

Shall have the cunning ildll to break a heart. \ 

Cupid and Death. 
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LOVE AND DEATH 

Change, O change your fatal bows. 
Since neither knows 
The virtue of each other's darts. 
Alas, what will become of hearts. 

If it prove 

A death to love. 

We shaU find 
Death will be cruel to be kind . 
For when he shall to armies fly, 
Where men think blood too cheap to buy 

Themselves a name. 
He reconciles them, and deprives 
The valiant men of more than Uves, 

A victory and fame : 
Whilst Love, deceived by these cold shafts, instead 
Of curing wounded hearts, must kill indeed. 

Take pity, Gods, some ease the world will find 
To give young Cupid eyes, or strike Death blind : 
Death should not then have his own will, 
And Love, by seeing men bleed, leave off to kilL 

Cupid and Death, 



THE EQUALITY OF THE GRAVE 

The glories of our blood and state 

Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armour against fate ; 
Death lays his icy hand on kings : 
Sceptre and Crown 
Must tumble down. 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 
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Some men with swords may reap the field. 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill : 
But their strong nerves at last must yield ; 
They tame but one another still : 
Early or late 
They stoop to fate, 
And must give up their murmuring breath 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 

The garlands wither on your brow ; 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds : 
Upon Death's purple altar now 

See where the victor-victim bleeds : 
Your heads must come 
To the cold tomb.; 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet, and blossom in their dust. 

The Contention of Ajax and Ulysses^ 



CEASE, WARRING THOUGHTS 

Cbase, warring thoughts, and let his brain 

No more discord entertain. 

But be smooth and calm again. 

Ye crystal rivers that are nigh. 

As your streams are passing by. 

Teach your murmurs harmony. 

Ye Winds that ^ait upon the Spring 

And perfumes to flowers do bring. 

Let your amorous whispers here. 

Breathe soft music to his ear. 

Ye warbling nightingales, repair 

From every wood to charm this air. 

And with the wonders of your breast. 

Each striving to excel the rest, 
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When it is time to wake him, close your pans. 
And drop down from the trees with broken hearts. 

The Triumph of Beauty, 



COME, MY DAPHNE, COME AWAY 

STRSPHON. 

Come, my Daphne, come away. 
We do waste the crystal day ; 
'Tis Strephon calls. 

DAPHNE. 

What would my love ? 

STRBPHON. 

Come, follow to the myrtle grove, 
Where Venus shall prepare 
New chaplets for thy hair. 

DAPHNE. 

Were I shut up within a tree, 
I'd rend my bark to follow thee. 

STREPHON. 

My shepherdess, make haste. 
The minutes slide too fast. 

DAPHNE. 

In those cooler shades will I, 
Blind as Cupid, kiss thine eye. 

STREPHON. 

In thy perfumed bosom then I'll stray ; 
In such warm snow who would not lose his way ? 
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CROKOS, 

We* 11 laugh, .and leave the world behind t 
Ancl Gods themselves that see, 
SbaJl envy thee aod me. 

But never find 
Such joys, when they embrace a deity. 

The Cardinal. 



JOHN MILTON 
1608-1674 
O'ER THE SMCWTH ENAMELLED GREEN 
O'er the smooth enamelled green, 
Where no print of atep bath been. 
Follow me, as I sing 
And touch the warbled string : 
Under the shady roof 
Of branching elm star-proof 

Follow me. 
I will bring yon where she sits. 
Clad in splendour as befits , 

Her deity. 
Such a rural Queen 
All Arcadia hath not seen. Arcadts. 

NYMPHS AND SHEPHERDS DANCE NO 
MORE 
Nymphs and Shepherds, dance no more 

By sandy Ladon's lilied banks ; 
On old Lycaetis, or Cyllene hoar. 

Trip no more in twilight ranks ; 

Though Erymantb your loss deplore, 

A better soil shall give ye thanks. 



From the stony MaenaJus 

Bring your flocks, and live with us ; 

Here ye shall have greater grace. 

To serve the Lady of this place. 

Though Syrinx your Pan's mistress were, 

Yet Syrinx well might wait on her. 

Such a rural Queen 

All Arcadia hath not been. 

Arcades, 

THE FEAST OF COMUS 

CoMUS : The star that bids the shepherd fold 
Now the top of heaven doth hold ; 
And the gilded car of Day 
His glowing axle doth allay 
In the steep Atlantic stream : 
And the slope Sun his upward beam 
Shoots against the dusky pole. 
Pacing toward the other goal 
Of his chamber in the east. 
Meanwhile, welcome joy and feast. 
Midnight shout and revelry. 
Tipsy dance and jollity. 
Braid your locks with rosy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wme. 
Rigour now is gone to bed ; 
And Advice with scrupulous head, 
Strict Age, and sour Severity. 
With their grave saws, in slumber lie. 
We, that are of purer fire. 
Imitate the starry quire. 
Who, in their nightly watchful spheres. 
Lead in swift round the months and years. 
The sounds and seas, with all their finny drove. 
Now to the Moon in wavering morrice move ; 
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And on the tawny sands and shelves 

Trip the pert Fairies and the dapper Elves. 

By dimpled brook and fountain-brim. 

The Wood-nymphs, decked with daisies trim. 

Their merry wakes and pastimes keep : 

What hath night to do with sleep ? 

Night hath better sweets to prove ; 

Venns now wakes, and wakens Love. 

Come, let us our rites begin ; 

'Tis only daylight that makes sin, 

Which these dun shades will ne'er report. 

Hail, Goddess of nocturnal sport. 

Dark-veiled Cotytto, to whom the secret flame 

Of midnight torches bums 1 mysterious Dame, 

That ne'er art called but when the dragon womb 

Of Stygian darkness spets her thickest gloom. 

And makes one blot of all the air I 

Stay thy cloudy ebon chair. 

Wherein thou ridest with Hecat', and befriend 

Us thy vowed priests, till utmost end 

Of all thy dues be done, and none left out 

Ere the blabbing eastern scout, 

The nice Mom on the Indian steep. 

From her cabined loop-hole peep, 

And to the tell-tale Sun descry 

Oar concealed solemnity. 

Come, knit hands, and beat the ground 

In a Ught fantastic round. Comus, 

SWEET ECHO 

Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, that liv'st unseen 
Within thy airy shell 
By slow Meander's margent green» 
And in the violet-embroidered vale 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song moumeth well : 
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thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likest thy Narcissus are ? 

O, if thou have 
Hid them in some flowery cave. 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the sphere 
So may'st thou be translated to the skies, 
And give resounding grace to all Heaven's har- 
monies 1 Comus. 

SABRINA FAIR 

Sabrina fair. 

Listen where thou art sitting 
Under the glassy, cool, translucent wave. 

In twisted braids of lilies knitting 
The loose train of thy amber-dropping hair , 

Listen for dear honour's sake. 

Goddess of the silver lake. 
Listen and save ! 

Listen, and appear to us. 
In name of great Oceanus, 
By the earth-shaking Neptune's mace, * 
And Tethys' grave majestic pace ; 
By hoary Nereus* wrinkled look. 
And the Carpathian wizard's hook ; 
By scaly Triton's winding shell, 
And old soothsaying Glaucus' spell ; 
By Leucothea's lovely hands, 
And her son that rules the strands ; 
By Thetis' tinsel-slippered feet, . 
And the songs of Sirens sweet ; 
By dead Par then ope's dear tomb. 
And fair Ligca's golden comb. 
Wherewith she sits on diamond rocks 
Sleeking her soft alluring locks ; 
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By all the N)nnphs that nightly dance 
Upon thy streams with wily glance ; 
Rise, rise, and heave thy rosy head 
From thy coral-paven bed. 
And bridle in thy headlong wave. 
Till thou our summons answered have. 

Listen and save I 

Sabrina rises, attended by Waier-nympks, and sings 

By the rushy-fringM bank. 

Where grows the willow and the osier dank. 

My sliding chariot stays. 
Thick set with agate, and the azum sheen 
Of turkis blue, and emerald green. 

That in the channel strays : 
Whilst from oft the waters fleet 
Thus I set my printless feet 
O'er the cowslip's velvet head. 

That bends not as I tread. 
Gentle swain, at thy request 

I am here I Camus, 



THE SPIRIT'S FAREWELL 

To the ocean now I fly, 
And those happy climes that lie 
Where Day never shuts his eye, 
Up in the broad fields of the sky. 
There I suck the liquid air. 
All amidst the gardens fair 
Of Hesperus, and his daughters three 
That sing about the golden tree. 
Along the crisped shades and bowers 
Revels the npruce and jocund Spring ; 
The Graces and the rosy-bosomed Hours 
Thither all their bounties bring. 
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There eternal Summer dwells. 
And west winds with musky wing 
About the cedam alle)rs fling 
N'ard and cassia's balmy smells. 
Iris there with humid bow 
Waters the odorous banks, that blov 
Flowers of more mingled hue 
Than her purfled scarf can show. 
And drenches with Elysian dew 
(List, mortals, if your ears be true) 
Beds of hyacinth and roses. 
Where young Adonis oft reposes. 
Waxing well of his deep wound. 
In slumber soft, and on the ground 
Sadly sits the Assyrian queen. 
But far above, in spangled sheen. 
Celestial Cupid, her famed son, advanced 
Holds his dear Psyche, sweet entranced 
After her wandering labours long. 
Till free consent the Gods among 
Make her his eternal bride. 
And from her fair unspotted side 
Two blissful twins are to be born. 
Youth and Joy ; so Jove hath sworn. 
But now my task is smoothly done : 
I can fly, or I can run 
Quickly to the green earth's end. 
Where the bowed welkin slow doth bend. 
And from thence can soar as soon 
To the corners of the moon. 
Mortals, that would follow me, 
Love Virtue ; she alone is free. 
She can teach ye how to climb 
Higher than the sphery chime ; 
Or, if Virtue feeble were. 
Heaven itself would stoop to her. Comus. 
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SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT 
1606-1668 

WOMEN PREPARING FOR WAR 
Lbt us live, live 1 for, being dnad. 
The pretty spots, 
Ribbons and knots, 
And the fine French dress for the heaJ, 
No lady wrora upon her 
In the cold, cold bed of honour. 
Beat down our grotto*, and hew down our bowers 
Dig up our arbours, and root up our flowers ; 
Our gardens are bulwarks, and bastions become ; 
Then hang up our lute, we must sing to the druio. 



Our patches and our curls, 
So exact in each station. 
Our powders and our purls. 
Are now out of fashion. 
Hence with our needles, and give us your spades ; 
We, that were ladica, grow coarse aa our maids. 
Our coaches have driven us to balls at the court. 
We now must drive barrows to earth up the fort. 
Tlu Siegt of Rhodtt. 



JEALOUSY 

This cursed Jealousy, what is't ? 
'Tis lx>ve that has lost itself in a mist ; 
'Tis Love being frighted out of his wits ; 
'Tis Love that has a fever got ; 
Love that is violently hot. 
But troubled with cold and trembling fits. 
'Tis yet a more unnatural evil : 
*Tis the God of Love, 'tis the God of Love, possessed 
-with a devil. 

'Tis rich corrupted wine of love, 

Which sharpest vinegar does prove ; 

From all the sweet flowers which might honey make, 

It does a deadly poison bring : 

Strange serpent which itself doth sting 1 

It never can sleep, and dreams still awake ; 

It stufls up the marriage-bed with thorns. 

It gores itself, it gores itself, with imagined horns. 

The Siege of Rhodes* 



LOVE'S LOTTERY 

Run to Xx)ve'8 lottery 1 Run, Maids, and rejoice : 
When, drawing your chance, you meet your own 

choice ; 
And boast that your luck you help with design. 
By prajdng cross-legged to old Bishop Valentine. 
Hark, hark 1 a prize is drawn, and trumpets sound 1 

Tan, ta, ra, ra, ra 1 

Tan, ta, ra, ra, ra t 

Hark, Maids 1 more lots are drawn I prizes abound. 
Dub 1 dub-a, dub-a-dub 1 the drum now beats 1 
And, dub'-a, dub-a-dub, echo repeats ; 
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As if at night the God of Wat had made 
Loves's Qaeen a sldrmish foi a serenade. 

Haste, haste, fair Maids, and come away ; 

The priest attends, yonr bridegrooms stay. 

Roses and pinks will be strewn where yon go^ 
Whilst I walk in shades of willow, willow. 
When I am dead let him that did slay me 
Be but so good as kindly to lay me 
There where neglected lovers mourn. 
Where lamps and hallowed tapers bum. 
Where clerks in quires sad dirges sing. 
Where sweetly bells at burials ring. 

My rose of youth is gone. 

Withered as soon as blown ; 

Lovers go ring my knell ; 

Beauty and love farewell ! 

And lest virgins forsaken 

Should, perhaps, be mistaken 
In seeking my grave, alas ! let them know 
I lie near a shade of will6w, willow. 

Th$ Unfortunate Lovers, 



THE COQUETTE 

'Tis, in good truth, a most wonderful thing 

(I am even ashamed to relate it) 
That love so many vexations should bring. 

And yet few have the wit to hate it. 

Love's weather in maids should seldom hold fair : 
Like April's mine shall qtiickly alter ; 

I'll give him to-night a lock of my hair, 
To whom next day I'll send a halter. 
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I cannot abide these malapert males. 
Pirates of love, who know no duty ; 

Yet love with a storm can take down their sails. 
And they must strike to Admiral Beauty. 

Farewell to that maid who will be undone. 
Who in markets of men (where plenty 

Is cried up and down) will die even for one ; 
I will live to make fools of twenty. 

The Unfortunate Lovers. 

LOVE PROSCRIBED 

Wake all the Dead ! What ho. What ho I 
How soundly they sleep whose pillows lie low 1 
They mind not poor lovers who walk above 
On the decks of the world in storms of love. 
No whisper now nor glance shall pass 
Through wickets, or through panes of glass ; 
For our windows and doors are shut and barred* 
Lie close in the church and in the churchyard. 
In every grave make room, make room 1 
The world's at an end, and we come, we come^ 

The State is now Love's foe. Love's foe ; 
Has seized on his arms, his quiver and bow ; 
Has pinioned his wings, and fettered his feet. 
Because he made way for lovers to meet. 

But, O sad chance 1 his Judge was old ; 

Hearts cruel grown, when blood grows cold. 
No man, being young, his process would draw. 
O heavens, that Love should be subject to law 1 

Lovers go woo the Dead, the Dead 1 

Lie two in a grave, and to bed, to bed ! 

The Law Against Lover Sd 
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A DRINKING ROUND 

The bread is all baked. 
The embers are raked ; 
Tis midnight now by chanticleer's first crowing ; 
Let's kindly carouse 
Whilst 'top of the house 
The cats fall out in the heat of their wooing. 

Time, whilst thy hour-glass does run oat 
This flowing glass shall go about : 
Stay, stay, the nurse is waked, the child does cry» 
No song so ancient is as lulla-by. 
The cradle's rocked, the child is hushed again. 
Then hey for the maids, and ho for the men. 
Now every one advance his glass ; 
Then all at once together clash ; 
Experienced lovers know 
This clashing does but shew 
That, as in music, so in love must be 
Some discord to make up a harmony. 
Sing, sing 1 When crickets sing, why should not we ? 

The crickets were merry before us ; 
They sung us thanks ere we made them a fire. 

They taught us to sing in a chorus : 
The chimney's their church, the oven their quire. 
Once more the cock cries cock-a-doodle-doo. 
The owl cries o'er the bam, to-whit, to-whoo ! 
Benighted travellers now lose their way. 

When Will-of-the-wisp bewitches : 
About and about he leads them astray 

Through bogs, through hedges and ditches. 
Hark, hark, the cloister bell is rung. 
Alas, the midnight dirge is sung. 
Let 'em ring. 
Let 'em sing, 

2IO 



Whilst we spend the night in love and in laughter 

When night is gone, 

O then too soon 
The discords and cares of the day come after. 

Come, boys ! a health, a health, a double health 
To those who 'scape from care by shunning wealth. 

Dispatch it away 

Before it be day, 
'Twill quickly grow early when it is late : 

A health to thee. 

To him, to me. 
To all who beauty love, and business hate. 

The Man's the Master. 

GRIEVE NOT FOR THE PAST 

Weep no more for what is past. 
For Time in motion makes such haste 
He hath no leisure to descry 
Those errors which he passeth by. 
If we consider accident. 

And how, repugnant unto sense. 
It pays desert with bad event. 

We shall disparage Providence. 

The Cruel Brother* 
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GERVASE MARKHAM {circa 156&-1637) 

AND WILLIAM SAMPSON 

(ctrca 1590-1636) 

SIMPLES TO SELL 
Come will you buy ? f or I have here 
The rarest gums that ever were ; 
Gold ia but dross, and features die. 
Else £sculapiu3 tells a lie. 
Bull. 
Come will you buy ? 
Have medicines for that malady. 

Ia there a lady in this place. 
Would not be masked, but for her face ? 
O do not blush, tor here is that 
Will make your pale cheeks plump and fat. 
Then why 

Should I thus cry, 

And none a scruple of me buy i 

Come buy, you lusty gallants. 

These simples which I sell ; 
In all your days were never seen iike these. 

For beauty, strength and smell. 
Here's the king-cup, the pansy with the violet. 



The rose that loves the shower. 

The wholesome gilliflower, 

Both the cowslip, hly 

And the daffodilly. 
With a thousand in my power. , 

Here's golden amaranthus, 

That true love can provoke. 
Of horehound store, and poisoning helebore. 

With the polipodo of the oak ; 
Here's chaste vervine and lustfal eringo. 
Health preserving sage. 
And me which cures old ago. 
With a world of others, 
Making fruitful mothers ; 
All these attend me as my page. 

Htrod and Antipatar. 



JASPER MAYNE 
1604-1672 

THE WONDERFUL FISH 
We show no moostrona crocodile. 
Nor any prodigy of Nile ; 
No Remora that stops yotir fleet. 
Like Serjeant's gallants in the street ; 
No sea-hoiBc which can trot or pace. 
Or swim false gallop, post, or race : 
For crooked dolphins we not care. 
Though on their back a fiddler were : 
The like to this fish, which we shew. 
Was ne'er in Fish-street, old, or new ; 
Nor ever served to the sherifTs board. 
Or kept in souse lo; the Mayor Lord. 
Had old astronomeis but seen 
This fish, none dse in heaven had been. 



SIR SAMUEL TUKE 
d. 1674 

MISTAKEN KINDNESS 

Cam Ludamiia 30 mistEkkv, 

To persuade me to &y ? 

'Tu cruel Idnd for my omi sake. 

To counsel me to die ; 

Uke those iaint souls who cheat themselves o£ 

And die for fear of death. 

Since love's the principle of life. 
And you the object loved, 

Let's, Luciamira, end this strife, 
I ceaae to be removed. 
We know not what they do, are gone from hence. 

But here we love by sense. 

li the Platonics, who would prove 

Soute without bodies love. 

Had, with respect, well understood 

The passions in the Uood, 

They had saScsed bodies to have bad their part. 

And seated love in the heart. 

Tk» Advtnlurts of Ttvo Hours. 



SIR WILLIAM KILLIGREW 
1606-1693 

THE HAPPY HOUR 
Comb, come, tbou glorious object of my sight, 
O my joy I my life 1 my only deligbt I 

May this glad minute be 

Blessed to eternity. 

See bow the glimmering tapers of the sky 
Do gaze, and voader at our constancy, 

How they crowd to behold 

What our arms do infold I 

How all do envy our felicities I 
And grudge the triumphs of Selindra's ey«8 ; 
How Cynthia seeks to sbroud 
n yon cloud 1 



Where sad Night puts her sable mantle on. 

Thy light mistaking, hasteth to bo gone ; 
Her gloomy shades give way. 
As at the approach of day ; 

And all the planets shrink, in donbt to be 

Eclipsed by a brighter deity. 
I'Ook, oh look I 



How the small 

Lights do fall, 

Aad adore 

What before 
The heavens have not shown, 
Nor their god-heada known I 

Such a faith. 

Such a love 

As may move 

From above 
To descend ; and remain 
Amongst mortals ^aio. 

Sdindra, 



JOHN DRYDEN 

1631-1700 

INCANTATION 
Tou twice ten faundred deitiea. 
To wbom we daily sacrifice ; 
Yoo Powera that dwell with fate below. 
And see what men are doomed to do. 
Where elements in discord dwell ; 
Then, God of Sleep, arise and tell 
Great Zempoalla what strange tate 
Must on her dismal vision wait. 
By the croaking of the toad. 
In their caves that malce abode ; 
E^thy Dun that pants for breath, 
V/iOi her swelled sides full of death ; 
By the crested adders' pride, 
Tlut along the cUfis do glide ; 
By thy visage fierce and black ; 
By the death's head on thy back ; 
By the twisted serpents placed 
For a girdle round thy waist ; 
By the hearts of gold that deck 
Thy breast, thy shoulders and thy neck t 
Prom thy sleepy mansion rise. 
And open thy unwilling eyes, 
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While bubbling springs their music keep. 
That use to luU thee in thy sleep. 

The Indian Queen, 

SONG OF THE AERIAL SPIRITS 

Poor mortals, that are clogged with earth below 
Sink under love and care. 
While we, that dwell in air. 
Such heavy passions never know. 
Why then should mortals be 
Unwilling to be free 
From blood, that sullen cloud. 
Which shining souls does shroud ? 
Then they'll shew bright. 
And like us light. 
When leaving bodies with their care. 
They slide to us and air. 

The Indian Queen. 

THE FOLLY OF MAKING TROUBLES 

Ah fading joy 1 how quickly art thou past 1 

Yet we thy ruin haste. 
As if the cares of human life were few. 

We seek out new : 
And follow fate, which would too fast pursue. 

See how on every bough the birds express 
In their sweet notes their happiness. 
They all enjoy and nothing spare. 
But on their mother Nature lay their care : 
Why then should man, the lord of all below. 
Such troubles choose to know, 
As none of all his subjects undergo ? 
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Hark, hark, the waters faXL, fall, faO» 
And with a munnuriiig sound 
Dash, dash, upon the ground. 
To gentle slumbers call. 

The Indian Emperor. 

CONCEALED LOVE 

I FKBD a flame within, which so torments me. 
That it both pains my heart, and yet contents me : 
'Tis such a pleasing smart, and I so love it. 
That I had rather die than once remove iU 

Yet he for whom I grieve shall never know it ; 
My tongue does not betray, nor my eyes show it. 
Not a sigh, nor a tear, my pain discloses. 
But they fall silently, like dew on roses. 

Thus, to prevent my love from being cruel« 
My heart's the sacrifice, as 'tis the fuel : 
And while I suffer this to give him quiet. 
My faith towards my love, though he deny iti 

On his eyes will I gaze, and there delight me ; 
While I conceal my love no frown can fright me. 
To be more happy, I dare not aspire ; 
Nor can I fall more low, mounting no higher. 

Secret Love. 
DEEP IN LOVE 

Blind Love, to this hour. 

Had ne'er, like me, a slave under his power * 
Then blessed be the dart. 
That he threw at my heart ; 
For nothing can prove 

A joy so great as to be wounded with love. 
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My da}^ and my nights 
filled to the purpose with sorrows and frights : 
From my heart still I sigh. 
And my eyes are ne'er dry ; 
So that, Cupid be praised, 
I am to the top of love's happiness raised. 

My soul's all on fire, 
So that I have the pleasure to dote and desire : 
Such a pretty soft pain, 
That it tickles each vein ; 
'Tis the dream of a smart. 
Which makes me breathe short, when it beats at my 
heart. 

Sometimes, in a pet. 
When I'm despised I my freedom would get : 

But straight a sweet smile 

Does my anger beguile, 
And my heart does recall ; 
Then the more I do struggle, the lower I fall. 

Heaven does not impart 
Such a grace as to love unto every one's heart ; 

For many may wish 

To be wounded, and miss : 
Then blessed be Love's fire. 
And more blessed her eyes, that first taught me desire. 

Sir Martin Mar-alL 

ST. CATHERINE ASLEEP 

You pleasing dreams of love and sweet delight* 
Appear before this slumbering Virgin's sight : 
Soft visions set her free 
From mournful piety ; 
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Let her sad thoughts from heaven retire ; 

And let the melancholy love 

Of those remoter J03ns above 

Give place to your more sprightly fire ; 

Let purling streams be in her fancy seen, 

And flowery meads and vales of cheerful green ; 

And in the midst of deathless groves 

Soft sighing wishes lie, 

And smiling hopes fast by. 

And just beyond them ever-laughing loves. 

Tyrannic Love* 



THE COURSE OF LOVE 

Ah, how sweet it is to love I 
Ah, how gay is young desire I 
And what pleasing pains we prove 
When we first approach love's fire I 
Pains of love be sweeter far 
Than all other pleasures are. 

Sighs which are from lovers blown 
Do but gently heave the heart : 
Even the tears they shed alone. 
Cure, like trickling balm, their smart. 
Lovers when they lose their breath 
Bleed away in easy death. 

Love and time with reverence use ; 

Treat them like a parting friend. 

Nor the golden gifts refuse, 

Which in youth sincere they send : 
For each year their price is more, 
And they less simple than before. 
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Love, like spring-tides full and higb. 

Swells in every youthful vein ; 

But each tide does less supply. 

Till they quite shrink in again : 
If a flow in age appear, 
'Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 

Tyrannic Lova, 



THE SEA FIGHT 

Who ever saw a noble sight, 

That never viewed a brave sea-fight I 

Hang up your bloody colours in the air. 

Up with your lights, and your nettings prepare , 

Your merry mates cheer with a lusty bold spright. 

Now each man his brindice, and then to the fight. 

St. George I St. George ! we cry. 

The shouting Turks reply. 

Oh now it begins, and the gun-room grows hot. 

Fly it with culverin and with small shot ; 

Hark, does it not thunder ? no, 'tis the gun's roar 

The neighbouring billows are turned into gore ; 

Now each man must resolve to die. 

For here the coward cannot fly. 

Drums and trumpets toll the knell. 

And culverins the passing bell. 

Now, now they grapple, and now board amain ; 

Blow up the hatches, they're off all again : 

Give them a broadside, the dice run at all, 

Down comes the mast, and yard and tacklings fall 

She grows giddy now, like blind Fortune's wheel. 

She sinks there, she sinks, she turns up her keeL 

Who ever beheld so noble a sight. 

As this so brave, so bloody sea-fight 1 

Amboyna. 
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NEREIDS RISING FROM THE SEA 

From the low palace of old father Ocean, 
Come we in pity our cares to deplore ; 
Sea-racing dolphins are trained for our motion* 
Moony tides swelling to roll us ashore. 

Every nymph of the flood, her tresses rending. 
Throws ofl her armlet of pearl in the main ; 
Neptune in anguish his charge unattending. 
Vessels are foundering, and vows are in vain. 

Albion and Albanus^ 



HARVEST HOME 

Your hay it is mowed, and your com is reaped : 
Your bams will be full, and your hovels heaped : 
Come, my boys, come : 
Come, my boys, come ; 
And merrily roar out haurs^est home I 
Harvest home. 
Harvest home ; 
And merrily roar out harvest home ! 

We have cheated the parson, we'll cheat him again, 
For why should a blockhead have one in ten ? 

One in ten. 

One in ten ; 
For why should a blockhead have one in ten? 

For prating so long like a book-learned sot. 
Till pudding and dumpling bum to pot. 

Bum to pot. 

Bum to pot ; 
Till pudding and dumpling bum to pot 
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We'll toss ofi our ale till we cannot stand : 
And hoigh for the honour of Old England : 

Old England, 

Old England ; 
And hoigh for the honour of Old England. 

King Arthur. 

FIDELITY 

No, no, poor suffering heart, no change endeavour. 
Choose to sustain the smart, rather than leave her ; 
My ravished eyes behold such charms about her, 
I can die with her, but not live without her ; 
One tender sigh of hers to see me languish. 
Will more than pay the price of my past anguish ; 
Beware, O cruel Fair, how you smile on me, 
'Twas a kind look of yours that has undone me. 

Love has in store for me one happy minute, 
And she will end my pain who did begin it ; 
Then no day void of bliss, of pleasure, leaving. 
Ages shall slide away without perceiving : 
Cupid shall guard the door, the more to please us. 
And keep out Time and Death, when they would 

seize us ; 
Time and Death shall depart, and say, in flying. 
Love has found out a way to live by dying. 

Cleomenes. 

THE TYRANT JEALOUSY 

What state of life can be so blest 
As love, that warms a lover's breast ? 
Two souls in one, the same desire 
To grant the bliss, and to require ! 
But if in heaven a hell we And, 
'Tis all from thee, 
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O Jealousy 1 

'Tis all from thee. 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealousy, 

Thou tyrant of the mind ! 

All other ills, though sharp they prove. 

Serve to refine, and perfect love ; 

In absence or unkind disdain 

Sweet hope relieves the lover's pain. 

But ah I no cure but death we find. 

To set us free 

From Jealousy : 

O Jealousy I 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealousy, 

Thou tyrant of the mind I 

False in thy glass all objects are. 

Some set too near, and some too far ; 

Thou art the fire of endless night, 

The fire that bums and gives no light. 

All torments of the damned we find 

In only thee, 

O Jealousy 1 

Thou tyrant, tyrant Jealousy, 

Thou tyrant of the mind 1 

Love Triumphant, 

THE SONG OF DIANA 

With horns and with hounds I waken the day. 

And hie to the woodland-walks away ; 

I tuck up my robe, and am buskined soon. 

And tie to my forehead a wexing moon.'*' 

I course the fleet stag, unkennel the fox. 

And chase the wild goats o'er summits of rocks ; 

With shouting and hooting we pierce throughthe sky. 

And Echo turns hunter, and doubles. the cry. 

The Secular Masque, 
• Washing. 
926 



SIR GEORGE ETHEREGE 
Circa 1635-1691 

BEAUTY NO ARMOUR AGAINST LOVE 
Ladies, though to your conquering eyea 
I^ve owes his chiefest victories, 
And borrows those bright arms from you 
With which he does the world subdue. 
Yet you yourselves are not above 
The empire, nor the griefs, of love. 

Then wrack not lovera with disdain. 
Lest love on you revenge their pain ; 
Yon are not free because you're fair ; 
The Boy did not his Mother spore. 

Beauty's but an ofiensive dart ; 

It is no armour for the heart. 

Lot* i« a Tub. 



THOMAS SHADWELL 
Circa 1642-1692 

THE ROARERS 
The king's most faithful subjects we, 

Tn's service are not duU, 
We drink to show our loyalty, 

And make bis coffers fall. 
Would all Ms subjects drink like ns. 

We'd make him richer far. 
More powerful and more prosperous 

Than all the Eastern monarchs ar«. 
The Woman Captain, 



LOVE IN YOUTH AND IN AGE 
Thr fire of lave in youthful blood, 
Like what is Idndl^ in brushwood, 

But for a moment bums ; 
Yet in that moment makes a mighty noUe, 
It crackles, and to vapour turns. 

And soon itself destroys. 

But when crept into agid veins 
It slowly burns, and long remains 



And with a sullen heat. 
Like fire in logs, it glows, and warms 'em long. 
And though the flame be not so great. 

Yet is the heat as strong. 

The Amorous BigoL 



DAWN 

The fringM vallance of your eyes advance, 
Shake ofi your canopied and downy trance ; 
Phcebus already quafis the morning dew, 
Each does his daily lease of life renew. 

He darts his beams on the lark's mossy house, 

And from his quiet tenement does rouse 

The little charming and harmonious fowl. 

Which sings its lump of body to a soul : 

Swiftly it clambers up in the steep air 

With warbling throat, and makes each note a stair. 

This the solicitous lover straight alarms. 
Who too long slumbered in his Celia's arms : 
And now the swelling spunges of the night 
With aching heads stagger from their delight : 
Slovenly tailors to their needles haste ; 
Already now the moving shops are placed 
By those who crop the treasures of the fields, 
And all those gems the ripening summer yields. 

Timonof Athens. 
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SIR CHARLES SEDLEY 

Circa 1639-1701 

THE GROWTH OF LOVE 
.4b Chloris ! that I now could stt 

As unconcemed, as when 
Yonr infant beauty could b^M 

No pteasore nor no pain. 

When I the dawn used to admire, 

And praised the coming day. 
I little thought the growing fire 
Mtist take my rest away. 

Your charms in harmless childhood la^. 

Like metals in the mine : 
Age from no face took more away, 

Than jrauth concealed in thine. 

But as your charms insensibly 

To their perfection pressed. 
Fond love as unperceived did fly. 

And in my bosom rest. 

My passion with yonr beauty grew. 
And Cupid at my heart, 



Stin, as Iiis motber favoured yaa. 

Threw a new flaming dart. 

Each gloried in their wanton part : 

To make a lover, he 
Employed the utmost of bis art — 

To make a beauty she. 

Though now 1 slowly bend to love. 

Uncertain of my fate. 
If your fair self my chains approve, 

1 shall my freedom bate. 

LoveiB, like dying men, may wdl 

At first disordered be ; 
Since none alive can tmly tell 

What fortune they must see. 

Tha MtOberry Garden- 



t (grant Heaven I may mistake I) 
^**T^doubt is doomed to bear 
. Lrthen for another's sake, 
Wbo ill rewards its care. 

The Relapse. 

FLY. SHEPHERDS! 

Fly, fly, you happy shepherds, fly I 

Avoid Philira's charms ; 
The rigor of her heart denies 

The heaven that's in her arms. 
Ne'er hope to gaze, and then retire, 

Her yielding, to be blessed : 
Nature, who formed her eyes of Are, 

Of ice composed her breast. 

Yet, lovely maid, this once believe 

A slave whose zeal you move ; 
The gbds, alas, your youth deceive. 

Their heaven consists in love. 
In spite of all the thanks you owe. 

You may reproach 'em this. 
That where they did their form bestow 

They have denied their bliss. 

The Provoked Wife^ 

LEARNED WOMEN 

Once on a time, a nightingale 

To changes prone ; 
Unconscious, flclde, whimsical, 

(A female one) 
Who sung Uke others of her kind. 
Hearing a well-taught linnet's airs. 
Had other matters in her mind. 
To imitate him she prepares. 
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Her fancy straight was on the wing : 

' I tiy,' quoth she, 

' As well aa he ; 

I don't know why 

I should not try 
As well as he to sing.' 

From that day forth she changed her DOt«, 
She spoiled her voice, she strained her throat : 
She did as learned women do. 

Till everything 

That heard her sing. 
Would run away from her — as I from yon. 
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WILLIAM CONGREVE 
1670-1729 

THE ORACLE 
A NYMPH and a. swain to Apollo once prayed. 
The swain had been jilted, the nymph been be- 

Their intent was to try if his oracle knew 

E'er a nymph that was chaste, or a swain that was 



Apollo was mute, and was like t' have been posed, 
But sf^ely at length he this secret disclosed : 
' He alone won't betray, in whom none will confide : 
And the nymph may be chaste that has never been 
tried.' 

Love for Loot 



LOVE'S INFIDELITIES 
I TBLt. thee. Charmion. could I time retrieve, 
And could ^ain begin to love and live. 
' To you I should my earliest ofiering give ; 

I know my eyes would lead my heart to you. 
And I should all my vows and oaths renew ; 
But, to be plain, I never would be trnft. 
23s 



For by our weak and weary truth I find, 
Love hates to centre in a point assigned : 
But runs with joy the circle of the mind : 
Then never let us chain what should be free. 
But for relief of either sex agree : 
Since women love to change, and so do we. 

Love for Love. 



LOVE'S AMBITION 

Love's but the frailty of the mind. 
When 'tis not with ambition joined ; 
A sickly flame, which, if not fed, expires, 
And feeding, wastes in self-consuming fires. 

'Tis not to wound a wanton boy, 
Or amorous youth, that gives the joy ; 
But 'tis the glory to have pierced a swain. 
For whom inferior beauties sighed in vain. 

Then I alone the conquest prize. 

When I insult a rival's eyes : 
If there's delight in love, 'tis when I see 
That heart which others bleed for, bleed for me. 

The Way of the World. 



DRINKING SONG 

Prithee fill me the glass. 

Till it laugh in my face. 
With ale that is potent and mellow . 

He that whines for a lass 

Is an ignorant ass. 
For a bumper has not its fellow. ^ 
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We'll drink, and well never ha' done, boya. 
Put the glass then around with the sun, boys. 
Let Apollo's example invite us ; 
For he's drunk every night. 
And that makes him so bright, 
That he's able next morning to light us. 

To drink is & Christian diversion. 
Unknown to the Turk or the Persian : 

Let Mahometan fools 

Live by heathenish rules, 
And be da,mned over tea<cups and coSee ; 

But let British lads sing, 

Crovm a health to the King, 
And a fig for your Sultan and Sophy ! 

The Way of the World. 



GEORGE FARQUHAR 
1678- 1707 

FALSE LOVE ONLY IS BLIND 

How blessed are lovers in disguise I 

Like gods, they see, 

As I do thee, 
Unseen by human eyes. 

I'm hid irom you, 
I'm ottered, yet tbe same : 

The dark conceals me. 

Love reveals me ; 
Love, which lights me by its flame. 

Were you not false, you me would know; 

For though your eyes 

Could not devise. 
Your heart had told you so. 

Your heart would beat 

With eager heat 
And me by sympathy would fina : 

True love might see 

One changed like me, 
FalM love is only blind. 

Lmt and a Bottls, 



WIT IH JAIL 
Thb Tower confiiies the great. 

The spunging-house the poor ; 
Thus there are degrees of state 

That even the wretched mtist endure. 
Vtrgil, though cherished in courts, 

Relates but a splenetic tale : 
Cervantes revels and sports. 

Although he writ in a jail. 

- Tit TwiTts. 



RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN 
1751-1816 

IXtVE FOR LOVE 
I mb'br could any lustre see 
In eyes that would not look oa me ; 
I ne'er saw nectar oa a lip. 
But where my own did hope to sip. 
Has the maid who seeks my hurt 
Cheeka of rose, untouched by art ? 
I will own the colour true. 
When yielding blushes aid theii hne. 

Is her hand so soft and pure ? 
I must press it to be sure ; 
Nor can I be certain then. 
Till it, grateful, press again. 
Mtist I with attentive eye 
Watch her heaving bosom sigh J 
I will do so when I see 
That heaving bosom aigh for me. 
T/ie 



CONDITIONS OF BEAUTY 
Give Isaac the nymph who no beauty can boast. 
But health and good humour to make her hi* toast ; 



If straight, I don't mind whether slender or fat, 
And six feet or four— we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 

'lit 

Whate'er her compleJ^don, I vow I don't care, 
If brown, it is lasting — more pleasing, if fair : 
And though in her face I no dimples should see. 
Let her smtle^ — and each dell is a dimple to me. 

Let her locks be the reddest that ever were seen. 
And her ey^ may be .'e'en aiiy colour but green ; 
For in eyes, though so various the lustre and hue, 
I swear I've no choice — only let her have two. 

'Tis true I'd dispense with a throne on her back ; 
And white teeth. I own, are genteeler than black ; 
A little round chin too's a beauty, I've heard ; 
But I only desire she may not have a beard. 

The Duenna. 



THE SUNSHINE OF AGE 

Oh, the days when I was young, 

When I laughed in fortune's spite ; 
Talked of love the whole day long. 

And with nectar crowned the night ! 
Then it was, old father Care, 

Little recked I of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear. 

And the rest a bumper drown. 

Truth, they say, lies in a well. 
Why, I vow I ne'er could see ; 

Let the water-drinkers tell, 
There it always lay for me : 
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For when sparkling wine went round. 
Never saw I falsehood's mask ; 

But still honest truth I found 
In the bottom of each flask. 

True, at length my vigour's floMm, 

I have years to bring decay ; 
Few the locks that now I own. 

And the few I have are grey. 
Yet, old Jerome, thou mayst boast. 

While thy spirits do not tire ; 
Still beneath thy age's frost. 

Glows a spark of youthful fire. 

The Duenna. 

DRINKING GLEE 

This bottle's the sun of our table. 

His beams are rosy wine ; 
We, planets, that are not able 
Without his help to shine. 
Let mirth and glee abound ! 

You'll soon grow bright 
With borrowed light, 
And shine as he goes round I 

The Duenna. 

HERE'S TO THE MAIDEN 

Here's to the maiden of bashful fifteen ; 

Here's to the widow of fifty ; 
Here's to the flaunting extravagant quean. 
And here's to the housewife that's thrifty. 
Let the toast pass, 
Drink to the lass, 
I'll warrant she'll prove an excuse for the glass. 
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Here's to the charmer whose dimples we prize, ' 
Now to the maid who has none, Sit : 

Here's to the girl with a pair of blue eyes. 

And here's to the nymph with but one. Sir. 
Let the toast pass, &c. 

Here's to the maid with a bosom of snow ; 

Now to her that's as brown as a berry : 
Here's to the wile with a. face full of woe. 

And now to the damsel that's merry. 
Let the toast pass, &c. 

For let 'em be clnmisy. or let 'em be slim. 

Young or ancient, I care not a feather ; 
So fill a pint bumper quite up to the brim. 
So fill up your glasses, nay. fill to the brim. 
And let us e'en toast them together. 
Let the toast pass, &c. 

The School for Scauilal. 
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